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~/J/~ 

| walked down the auditorium's hall, brushing my fingertips over the painted concrete block wall along the way. 
With my free hand | pinched the smouldering cigarette from my lips. The smoke effortlessly swirled up out of 
my open mouth. | was in a no-smoking zone. This was the least of my problems. 


"Hey, man!" 


| turned to look over my shoulder. That fucker. | didn't know what he wanted me for. Well, yeah, | did, but | 
didn't give a shit, so | just kept on walking. Past the gear room. Past catering. Past security. 


Except for the clops of my boot heels slapping against the tile floor there was only the increasing, then fading 
sound of party music emanating from the dressing rooms as | walked by. It grew softer, distant as | continued 
on my way. 

"Fuckers." 

Do you know what it's like to open for a band that you actually influenced the birth of? Do you? It fucking 
sucks. Nickelback was nothing but rehashed nineties grunge, the movement my band, Alice in Chains created. 
What the hell was | doing being their support act? 

"Jerr?" 

| kept walking. | heard him calling me again, but | didn't care. 

"Hey! Cantrell!" 


"Fuck of fl" 


With a grunt | slammed the back stage exit open and stomped out onto the asphalt. There was a ‘spish' when 
my boot sunk into a pot hole. 


"God damn it!" | yelled, trying to shake the spooge off my foot. 


And damn it again, because these were my new boots. Now they would look dirty and tore up like the rest of 
the stuff | owned. 


Past the dumpster..behind the big, black, glossy Nickelback bus..to mine... 
"Hey man, let me in" | tapped my knuckle against the tour bus' door. "Charlie, it's me. Open up." 


After a few moments, there was a ‘ptsssss', and | stepped back to narrowly avoid being hit by the opening 
door. ‘Bong, bong, bong’ was the sound | made climbing the metal steps. | used my arms to help propel my body 
upwards. My arms hurt. My legs hurt. My whole body hurt. Especially my head. And my ass. 


Rob was lying on the couch to my right, his arm bent over his face. One of his legs had slid off, his foot now 
on flat on the floor. 


To the left was Mike. He was busy reading a book by Kafka. He had his dreads pulled back into a thick knot 
behind his head. It sufficed as some sort of pillow, | think His dark eyes met mine as | shuffled through the 
front lounge. | began to say something to him, but then | thought better of it. And in any case, I'd rather to 
go to the back lounge and sulk by myself. There | could relax. Or | could think about last night. And the stupid 
shit | allowed myself to do. 


| am such a fucking idiot. 

The door opened but only went half way before sticking. | placed my cigarette back into my lips so | could use 
both hands to force it back. Grunting, | chomped my teeth on the butt of my cigarette. The filter pinched and 
sunk between the blades of my teeth. | was straining through my whole body, | felt nauseous, Jesus, just to 
get the fucking back lounge door open? What the hell was wrong with me? 


"Need some help?" 


| drew my chin to my shoulder, sliding my eyes over and into the corners of their sockets. Shit. It was him. 
The Kroeger. 


"Door stuck?" he asked 

"Yeah" | leaned against the wood paneling of the galley. "What do you want?" 

"| just came to see if you were alright. you know.after the shit that happened last night! 
"Im fine” 

"Are you sure? Because you've been walking around with a limp, like you got hurt a little.” 


| ran my hand down the left side of my back, over the waistband of my pants, letting it slide towards the 


swell of my ass. | quit before the nerves started screaming, STOPI. 
"Yeah, well, I'm fine." 


Chad stroked his goatee with his thumb and forefinger, the same damn goatee that gave me razor burn on 


my back. He sucked in a deep breath and | wondered if he could still smell me on his hands. 

"So, you wanna hang out on me and Ryan's bus tonight? We got some good smoke..good beer...” 

It immediately occurred to me that without the good smoke and good beer last night, | wouldn't have gotten 
myself into such a predicament. Hadn't he had enough? Was he thinking I'd come back for an encore 
performance? 


Closing my eyes, | shook my head. "No, man, l'm exhausted. All | want to do is sleep." 


His mustache twitched when the corners of his mouth curled into a slight, awkward smile. His eyes locked onto 


mine, straying a little south, then popping back to my face. 


"If you're uncomfortable about what happened last night...” 


"No, it's not that." 


My teeth gritted, my whole body tensed. | forced myself to relax because | didn't want him to know just how 
awkward | really did feel about what I'd done. That would just make things more strange. Best to forget and get 
things back to normal. 


"Really, man, I'm just tired. I've got to get some rest or I'll get sick You know the drill" | brushed my nose with 
my thumb. "These bastard colds, it doesn't take much for them to turn into a full-on respiratory infection" 


He nodded and shifted his gaze to his feet. He seemed almost sympathetic when he curled his finger behind his 
ear, coaxing a maze colored tendril out of his face. | heard his motorcycle boot scuff against the thin carpet 
beneath him, and he let out a sigh. 

"Look, Jerr, I'm really sorry if things got out of hand. | just didn't know-" 


"No." | stopped him again. This was not the conversation | wanted to have, not with him, not here, not about 


what he was going to talk about. "Let's just forget about it, alright? Let's just.leave it be." 
"Okay." He crossed his arms over his chest, nodding. "Sure. | understand” 


"So..." | shot my eyes towards the front of the bus, towards the door, you know..as a hint for him to leave. He 
wasn't catching it. "I'm going to sleep, Chad. So, if you don't mind..." 


His eyes widened, so big that the blue irises where completely surrounded by white. "Oh. All right. Sure." 

| watched him walk away, feeling the vibration of each step he took beneath me as he trod his way thru the 
front bus lounge. Rob stirred when he walked past him. When he figured out it was Chad walking away, he 
looked back to where he came from, and probably knowing he'd find me here, he arched a thick black brow, 


wrinkling up the sun beaten skin of his face. 


"I thought you said you were going to call it a night," he mumbled in his thick, milky voice. "Thought you said 
you had enough of those fellas." 


| took a quick drag off my cigarette, spitting the smoke out into a gray stream before me. When | noticed | 
was about to drop ashes, | leaned into the lavatory real quick to flick them in the sink 


"Jerr?" 
| popped back into the isle. "Yeah, man. Yeah, l'm turning in right now. You just go back to sleep." 


He shot me a beady, 'you better’ look and twisted his body back into it's reclined position. With a huff he 
threw his arm over his eyes. Then | heard the flip of a page and realized Mike had been sitting there silent 


the whole time. He snapped his eyes up at me over his book and then quickly went back to his reading. 


For a moment | thought to say good night, but then | couldn't think of anything good about it. | felt sticky, 
sweaty, soiled. Only two hours ago I'd had a shower, yet | still felt like | was wearing a dirt suit. | scratched at 
my hairline, letting my hair sift into the spaces between my fingers. When | brought my arm down, each 
thread fell one by one in front of my face. | huffed out a breath and those same threads kicked up in front of 


my eyes. 


| wanted to close them. | wanted to lay down and sink into the slab of mattress before me. It would require 
that | sit my ass down to do that. | didn't want to sit. | found out early this morning, after waking up in Chad's 
hotel room, that sitting hurt, and therefore, decided to do my best to avoid it all day. 


Slowly | eased myself, a butt cheek at a time onto my bed. | laid back and brought my feet up to remove my 
boots. When they hit the floor, it echoed loudly around me, making my head hurt more. 


A cold chill shivered through me as | took my shirt off. Really, | should have started on my jeans first. The 
seam running from the fly underneath my crotch to the back belt loop of my jeans felt like it was cutting me 
in half. They weren't that tight; | was just sore. | pressed my heels into the mattress to elevate my ass 
enough to get my pants off. They joined my shirt on the floor soon after. Then | was completely naked. | 
covered myself with a blanket and closed my eyes. | tried to focus on the hum of the bus' generator, the air 


conditioner, anything at all to keep my brain occupied. 
Unfortunately it wasn't enough to force out the flashbacks from last night. 
~"Oh god.Jerry...” 


My face was pressed into a pillow. Turned to the side | could see the inside of Chad's arm in front of me, so 
close that with each movement it brushed my nose. The skin was suntanned, a sharp contrast from the stark 
white hotel sheets. The smell of perspiration from his arm pits drew into my nostrils with each heaving 
breath | took. In sharp, quick movements the bed creaked. The rest of the room remained still because it was 
me and the bed that was being nudged back and forth. The only sounds were the wet slap of sweaty skin 
against skin and the gruff of his voice behind me. 


"Oh my god. Oh my god." 

There it was, the heat of his breath and scrape of his facial hair on my back, easing over my shoulder blade. 
It felt like a line of heat as it raked closer to my neck. His body shifted again, pulling some of my hair in the 
process. 


"This feels.. so..good." 


l'm sure it did. For him. Actually it wasn't that bad for me either, but due to the fact that he didn't know 
what the hell he was doing, he let me dry out, and he was pumping too fast. Each pull back and push forward 


burned me. What made the whole situation worse was that | knew Ryan was in a chair in the corner behind us, 


watching the whole thing. 


| ain't no fucking saint, that's for sure, but | don't do crowds. I'd heard from a friend how sometimes these 
things can turn ugly, like sharks feeding in bloody water. One guy gets going, and before you know it, you have 
a whole gang on top of you, everyone looking for some place to stick his dick inside you, and frankly, Chad was 


more than enough. In fact, at this moment, in this situation, he was way too much. 
"Are you almost-" 
"Oh my god.oh my god..uuuggghhhhh." 


| felt his body stiffen on top of me. His hips punched forward, pushing his dick deeper into me. Pulse, pulse, 
pulse. | was surprised | could even feel him cum, seeing how my ass was finally starting to go numb. Too little, 
too late, or what is it they say, ‘a day late, a dollar short?" Thats me. That's always my fucking luck. And for 


sure this night was going right along in fashion. 


Chad laid there for awhile, his beer sticky breath still beating against my neck. When he finally got up, the 
sweat our bodies had made together instantly chilled from the hotel air conditioning. That didn't help that 
fresh, ‘just got fucked’ sensation, the feeling of having something given, but taken away at the same time. Your 
whole body is aware that something was inside it, but is now gore. It's a lonely feeling. Makes you understand 
why women always want to cuddle when you're done fucking them. | didn't want to cuddle. | wanted to grab my 
shit and run, but the smoke and drink I'd consumed wouldn't let me. No, | rose to get up, but the room swirled, 


and | thought it better to try to sleep the whole mess off. 


Of course, when | woke up the next morning, for a brief, blissful second, | forgot all that had happened. That is, 
until | felt a pounding thud in my head and a sharp twinge of pain in my ass. And then | heard the sound of a 


saw pulling across wood, Chad snoring next to me. 


Why the fuck did | have to fuck him. HIM of all people? 


What It Takes 


Author's Notes: 
| forgot to mention that this story is pretty much just a bunch of sex. There\'s a little internal struggling, but 
mostly sex. | hope y\all can handle that. ;-) 


~/C/~ 


You could say | was disappointed, yeah. l'm not even sure | know why | sought Jerry out tonight. | guess to see 
if the sight of him would still stir up the knots in my stomach, you know the ones you get when you're around 
someone you like a lot. Shit, | didn't just like Jerry, | was sick for him. What happened last night did not happen 

by mistake. Well, it did, sort of, but to be completely honest it was something I'd thought about, hell, fucking 


fantasized about since the moment | knew he'd be coming out on tour with us. 


Well.. Maybe it went back even farther than that. l'm not sure exactly, because there were moments from 
my life back in Ontario, my teenage years, when I'd had something..feelings maybe? | don't know. I'll just say 
that there was a time or two where | was laying on my bed, looking at posters on the wall, one being AIC, and 
feeling.how do | put this? Hard? Horny? Yeah. And l'm not embarrassed to admit that on occasion | spanked it, 
you know, jerked off. What I'm a little more uncomfortable to admit is that | stared at him on my wall as | did 
it, wondering what itd be like to have that long blonde hair sift through my fingers, those spindly, tattooed 
arms wrap me up, those legs around my ribs. So, now, seven, eight years later, having Jerry as a solo artist 


opening up for my band is more than a dream come true, it's fantasy shifting into reality. 


Watching him from the side stage tonight, | don't think I've ever found anyone as magnetically attractive as 
Jerry. Shit, | haven't ever found another man attractive before this, just Jerry. So watching him parade 
around on stage, dripping with sweat, that long blonde hair, flailing, sticking to him in crooked lines on his neck, 
his back, his shoulders, was making me crazy. When he pulled his shirt off | wanted to yank him close to me, 
feel his skin slide up against mine like it had the night before. Fuck, yeah, just watching him made me hard. | 


wanted him again, and | wanted him right now. 


"Jerry!" 


| called after him as he exited the auditorium, but he didn't hear me, or at least he pretended not to. | broke 
into a soft jog to follow him outside and onto his tour bus. It was a cheap bus. | was surprised just how cheap 
it was compared to mine, but then again, my album, Silver Side Up was doing pretty good. We had the top of 
the line bus to prove it. Still, his wasn't good enough for him. He deserved so much better. | wanted it for him. 


"Come hang out with us," | said, feeling him pull away. 


He never even took a step, but there was that distance, that feeling of not being wanted around. | felt it 
coming off of him in not-so-subtle body language; the way his silvery blue eyes wouldn't look into mine, the 
way he kept turning his back to me trying to open the bus's lounge door all the way. It was open enough for 
him to get through, he just wanted me gone. And to tell the truth it hurt a little. 


What had | done? Was | not good enough? | mean, yeah, | probably acted like a virgin, just shocked as hell to be 
getting my dick into a warm hole, but shit, being inside him was the pentacle of my sexual existence. Feeling his 
body writhe beneath me was the hottest feeling I'd ever experienced. And you know what's strange? | couldn't 
cum. You'd think | would have shot off in five seconds flat, but | guess some subconscious switch in my head 
knew that was going to be my last chance with him and held off the spurt mechanism so | could relish it. It 
went on so long it was almost embarrassing. | had to close my eyes and pretend | was banging some cheap 
groupie to get myself to ejaculate. He stiffened his body up like a board on those last couple of thrusts. | think 
it was because | was slamming in full tilt. Fuck, who'd have known that another man would've felt that good? | 


just wanted in as far as | could go. Can you blame me? 


"Hey, Chad." 


| looked to my right, to Peake, as | absently walked ahead of him in the hotel lobby. | didn't have my bag or my 
jacket or anything. I'd forgotten about it and left it all behind on the bus. You could say | was in a daze, stil 
trying to absorb all that had happened the previous night, oh fuck me, | mean the night before last. At four in 


the morning, it is a new day, not still apart of the previous night. 


"What is wrong with you, man? You're acting like you're high." Ryan slammed his hand down on my shoulder, 
taking my duffel from the driver who'd been chasing after me. "Here. I'm pretty sure you're going to need 
this." 


| took it and began walking to the elevators when he broke out into that knowing smile. Shit, he didn't really 
know that much. He was in the room when the shit went down the other night, but he'd been so drunk and 
stoned, he was out like a light by the time things were coming together for me and Jerry. He never saw a 


thing. 


Once in the room | dropped my bag by the door and tossed my hotel card and cell phone onto the dresser. | 
leaned in to switch the bedside lamp on and the glare held my gaze, hypnotizing me. | took a deep breath and | 
could imagine the smell of Jerry again, his salty, musky scent. Cigarettes, whiskey, sweat. Fuck, remembering 
that was getting me riled up again. | looked at the phone. | wanted to call him, but | had no idea where he was 
staying. More than likely it wasn't the same hotel as mine. His budget limited him to something not so plush. 
Fuck, if he wanted to stay with me every single night for the rest of his stint on our tour, he could. | wouldn't 


complain, no, not one single bit. But instead I'd have to be content with just remembering... 


~/J/~ 


Before a show | like to eat a little, maybe a turkey sandwich, a bagel with cream cheese, nothing heavy. | know 
people who chow down, snarfing up anything and everything before a show, like Kinney. | think out of all the 
people | know, I've seen Kinney throw up on stage more than anyone else. It's actually comical how much Kinney 
throws up. Thinking about that made me wish he was on tour with me, that we were still Alice in Chains, that 
Layne was still by my side..Mike.fuck at this point, | didn't care which Mike it was. Just to have my brothers 
back, that would be the best. They would have kept me out of trouble, or well, at the very least they'd have 
kept me out of this kind of trouble. 


| slapped a few slices of whole wheat onto my paper plate. Leaning over the catering table, | pinched off a few 
slices of deli meat, some lettuce, some tomato. | got a familiar sensation of hot breath on my ear, and that's 
when | realized someone was standing next to me. 

"Hey," he said when | turned my head. "You know, I'm starting to think you're avoiding me." 

A pear tumbled off a pyramid of fruit that had been carefully built on a platter and rolled to the floor 
between us. Chad bent over to pick it up, and made a basket into the trash can with it on the other side of 
me. His arms lazily went up, a flick of his wrist, and it was in, just like the pro-basketball players | watched on 
TV. | could hear the pear rolling around in the can behind me. Wolla-wolla-wolla. 

"Nice shot." 

He smiled real big, like a kid that'd been patted on the back by his big brother. "Thanks." 


| turned to the catering table, grabbed a bag of BBQ potato chips, a Snapple, and started towards one of the 
tables. 


"You didn't answer me," he said, following behind me. 
"| didn't realize you were asking me something." 
"Yeah. Are you avoiding me?" 


The metal chair screeched its feet on the concrete floor as | pulled it back | flopped down and opened my drink 
bottle. It made a pop when the seal broke. 


"Jerr?" 


"No, I'm not. l'm just..uh, being myself, man" 


Chad walked around to the other side of the table and sat across from me. Thumping his elbows down, he 
clasped his hands in front of his face. | tried to act like him being here didn't bother me. It was hard, to say 
the very least. 

"Well, you weren't being like this before the other night’ 


| bit into my sandwich, the iceberg lettuce making a crunch. Slowly | chewed, eyes dryly locked on his. Shit, 
would this kid ever get the fucking hint? 


"So, is that it? We're..." He leaned towards me. "We're done? That's all that's going to happen?" 

| took another bite, chewed for a moment, and then began speaking through a mouthful of food. "What the 
fuck do you want, Chad? You wanna be my boyfriend or something?" Chew-chew-chew. "Is that what this shit 
is about? We fucked, isn't that good enough for ya?" 


| swallowed down a lump of food and followed it with a swig of Snapple. The whole time he didn't take his eyes 
off me. Fuck, he didn't even blink. Then he dryly scoffed. 


"No." He leaned towards me again, his thick brows wiggling like some fucked up caterpillar. He cocked his chin to 


the right. "Actually it's not.enough, no." 


His foot knocked mine under the table and slid towards me, hooking his ankle behind mine and drawing my foot 
towards him. Our calves and shins, covered with layers of jeans, rubbed together. 


"| got my own hotel room tonight" 

Before taking another bite of sandwich, | said, "Good for you." 

"| want you to stay with me." 

Still chewing, | shook my head. | picked up a paper napkin to wipe my chin. "No." 
"Why not?" 


"Because sitting in this fucking chair is painful enough. | don't need your dick up my ass again. And why are you 
so hard up? You're boy, Ryan wants another thrill?" 


He leaned back. "No." 


Chad shoved his hands under the table. | could tell by the movement of his arms that he was rubbing his 
sweaty hands up and down his thighs. 


"|, um, l." He leaned forward again "I just want to spend time with you." 
"You just want to get serviced again" 

mi 

| stuck my tongue into the side of my mouth, trying to get a wedge of sandwich out of it. | noticed a few of 
his band members across the room, one of them being Ryan. | jerked my chin up at him. "He's kind of cute, 


you know? | figure the two of you-" 


"No." Chad scooted in his chair, making a loud screeee with its feet on the floor. "Peake and | aren't like that. 
We don't..no." 


"Why?" | asked, swirling one hand around. The hand holding the sandwich wasn't enough to keep all the contents 
inside. | looked at the tomato that had fallen to my plate. "You guys can't coordinate how all that works out or 
what?" 

"No, we don't think that way about each other. | don't think this way about anyone but.well, but you." 


| gave a dry smile, not because this was all so amusing. It's just that him acting like a horny kid was. 


| picked up the tomato from my plate and pushed it into my mouth. | used the back of my hand to wipe the 
juice off my chin before busting out into a laugh. 


"Wow, so, this is what happens when you give a guy his first piece of ass? They fall in love with you?" 
"Fuck you, Jerry.” 
Still laughing, | tried to maneuver my quickly deteriorating sandwich from one hand to the other. | guess that 


was enough to get rid of Chad He stood up from his chair, poked his hands down into his front pockets and 
walked off. 


Good, now | could eat the rest of my sandwich in peace. 
~/C/~ 


Fucker. | didn't know why Jerry was acting like that. What was he mad about? Was he thinking | was a selfish 
lover, or something? Well, | guess | was. But | knew he came when we were together. | watched him pump 
himself off beneath me and spit cum out onto the bed sheets. | even looked at them after he left that 
morning to make sure the previous night hadn't been a dream. It was there. | saw it.his cum, and | knew it 


wasn't mine, because mine was in his..uh..yeah. 


Hold on. 


He made himself cum; | didn't do it. Maybe he wanted me to do something for him. Maybe that's why he was 
acting like a pissed off bitch. Hooking up with a guy isn't so far off from hooking up with a girl! They both act 
the same way. ‘No, nothing's wrong’, when really there is; they just want you to figure it out. This was what 

the problem had to be. Jerry needed me to give something over to him. He wanted me to show him that | 


wanted him to be satisfied. And | did. | really, really did. 
So here's what | did next. 


| waited in my dressing room while he finished up his set for the night. When | could hear him walking down 
the hall outside my door, | jumped out, grabbed him by the arm and dragged him into a nearby janitor's closet. 
Yeah, and this required a lot of pre-planning on my part. | had to pay off one of the custodians to let me have 
the key before hand. The look on that guy's face... 


"God damn it, Chad! What the fuck?!" Jerry protested. 
"Shut up." 


| pushed him against the wall and covered my mouth with his. I'm a little taller than him, and for certain I've 
got a lot more bulk, so manhandling him wasn't all that difficult. | guess it should have been Maybe he wasn't 
trying so hard to stop me? Anyway, he still kicked at me and tried to push me off. His skin was slippery since 
he hadn't had time to dry off yet, and his chest was still bare except for a towel he had draped over his 
shoulders. | took a deep breath in through my nostrils. Salty..smoky..Jerry... 


"Fuck! Chad!" 


Struggling with him, | managed to get my hand on his crotch. God damn he had a big dick, and fuck, did | like it. 
| squeezed it through the denim, cupping the outline of it as it bent and trailed down his leg. Up and down, up 
and down, | ran my hand over it. The heat of his skin radiated through his jeans. | felt it move, feeling 
something like a snake beneath a blanket of sand. He nudged me hard enough to get a little wedge of air 


between us. 

"Fuck, Chad, stop it" 

| want you," | whispered before shoving my tongue down his throat. | slammed myself against him so hard my 
lips felt bruised, throbbing, like when you smash a thumb with a hammer, that kind of feeling. | liked it. Again 
he pushed me. 


"Stop! Fuck, get off me, man!" 


| wedged my hand into the waistband of his jeans. Pulling the fabric into my fist, | grasped it tight and shook 
him. "Hey!" 


His eyes widened. That got his attention 


"Look, I've only got about thirty minutes before | have to be on stage. So just shut up and let me do what l'm 
going to do. | swear you'll like it." 


He quieted down then so | dropped to my knees and popped the button on his jeans. Looking up at him, | lowered 
the zipper. He swallowed hard. | could tell by his Adam's apple jogging in his throat, and the way his chin set 


and then relaxed. His eyes softened and closed when | put my mouth on him. 
"Shit," he whispered. "Oh..man." 


There was a marked hesitation in his breathing when he swallowed again. His hands went into my hair, pulling 
me closer. | almost choked when he pushed my head down too far. Fuck, I'd never given a blow job before, but 
I'd had enough of them to know what a good one consisted of. | sucked him back as far as | could, with as 
much suction as | could, pumping my fist the whole time. | used my free hand to stroke the soft downy fur of 
his testicles. The thin little hairs prickled and stood up off his skin. Jerry arched his back, pushing his hips 


against me. 
"Ugggghhh." 


| heard a knock, his head banging against the wall when he tilted it back. With both my hands, | peeled the wet 
denim of his jeans over his hips, half- way down his thighs. | was then able to get one of my hands in between 
his legs. When he realized what | was up to, he straddled further, giving me more access. Gently | circled the 
tip of my finger around it. | wanted to push in.unfortunately, not with my finger. 


"You like this, don't you?" | asked. 
Looking up, | found him peering down at me. With half lidded eyes, he nodded. 
"| like doing it to you, Jerr. It makes me so hot." 


| brought my fingers to my mouth, slicking them with spit. Then | pushed my hand between his legs, between 
his cheeks, right up against him, and then he groaned. 


"Uggghhhhh'" 


And | was inside him again. One hand still pumping him, the other one wedged between his thighs. | licked his 
balls with my tongue flat and wide, all this stuff I'd never done before just for Jerry. And fuck if fingering his 
ass didn't make me cum. | closed my eyes and pressed my forehead into his hip. It made me cough, and 
sputter, probably because of all the cleaning supplies and solutions | was breathing in, that and dust. It 
probably had something to do with my level of excitement too. 


Then | felt him buck a little, so | put him back into my mouth. There was a pulsing around my finger, and 


then- 
"Ahhh, Chaaaaad" 


And then he did And | had a mouthful of, fuck, semen. | swallowed it down because | didn't want to offend him 
by spitting it out. | hated when girls did that. | stood up and tried to kiss him, but he leaned his head away. 


"Hey, man" 
"No, it's gone." | opened my mouth to show him it was empty. Then smiling, | wrapped my arm around his neck 
and kissed him. And he kissed me back. And it all felt so good.to be happy..for him to be happy. Now that's a 


pre-show warm-up. That's like having a fucking pep rally. 


“the~ 


Cut You In 


~/J/~ 


So, the little fucker surprised me. Yanking me into a broom closet? That's hilarious! And he wasn't too bad with 
the head job either. Heck, if he got a little more practice, he could be really good at it. He can practice sucking 
my dick. | wouldn't mind that. Shhhaaah, yeah. 


We didn't have much time for anything after the bj in the broom closet before Chad was due on stage. In fact 
he had to run clear across the auditorium to get geared up in time. | figured | could forgo the after-show 
shower to watch his performance that night. And damn straight if | didn't get another boner watching him do 
his thing. 


Chad was taller than me, maybe by an inch or two, not much, but I've always been a little on the skinny side. 
Hell, until | was eighteen | could have turned to the side and disappeared | was so thin, but Chad... Well, Chad 
wasn't this huge muscular guy either, but he was cut. His arms had all those sharp lines of toned muscle, 
same as his chest and abdomen. He often wore these thin, tight t-shirts so you could see the V taper of his 
chest. He was definitely fit. Yeah, he had the six-pack, and his ass... Sometimes | started to re-think this 
“taking it" role, especially when | thought about Chad's ass. | could definitely have thrown a pitch at that 
target. Oh yeah. 


So, | was watching him rock back and forth in front of his mic, his black beauty Les Paul slung low and wedged 
between his thighs. | liked how he'd pitch his hips forward during a solo, letting himself rub against the back of 
his guitar, and | began to imagine what he looked like pushing into me. Maybe it was something like that. | 
started getting ideas about video and shit, but | quickly squashed that idea when | thought about how those 
tapes always end up getting lost or stolen, and | wouldn't want that showing up on the internet. Oh fuck, no. 
Like | wanted the whole world seeing that. As if | wasn't having a hard enough time getting records sold. 


"Hey." 


Chad came off the side of the stage, yanking me with him by his arm around my neck. Together we stomped 
down the stairs towards the back dressing rooms, the bounce of our gaits knocking us into each other. Later, | 
pretended not to watch him in the shower..or the rest of the guys as they soaped up. It made me think back 
to my days in high school.after a soccer game..how I'd secretly watch the guys next to me, quickly turning 
my eyes away so they wouldn't catch me looking at them. 


Am | gay? That's a hard question to answer. Maybe | am. Maybe I'm not. | like women, though, and of course, | 
like men. | guess that makes me bisexual, | don't know. | like who | like, and sometimes that person comes with 


tits, and sometimes they come with a dick.and on very rare occasion they come with both. 


l'm up for trying anything, be it drugs, sex, jumping out of hotel windows or out of airplanes. | do what | want. 
That's it. l'll strap a rubber dick to my chin and chase people around the room, or I'll slide myself into a pair of 


nylon stockings and high heels. | just don't give a fuck, alright? If it's funny or makes someone, or more 
importantly me, feel good, I'm there. Does that make me a bad person? Am | going to hell? | don't think so, but 


I'm sure a lot of people think | will. 


Or maybe l'm already in hell. Maybe that's it, because the other side of this is not ever really fitting in 
anywhere. I'm not a fag, so | can't hang out with the butch, biker types, or the flaming-femme homos..well, not 
for long anyway. And being the good boyfriend: committed, faithful, thats not me either. It's hard because no 
matter what | do, I'm never really accepted anywhere. | can never get comfortable. | can't ever get truly 


attached to anyone..except for once, except for her. 


Her name was Courtney. And even though she was tailor made for me, it wasn't enough. That's how | know l'm 
a hopeless case. That's why | just don't give a shit anymore. If | couldn't be happy with Courtney, then | just 
won't ever be. Because, you see, | pissed it all away. | couldn't keep it together, even though she knew I'd done 
things with men, and accepted that. She even agreed to marry me. | don't know, maybe the whole idea of 
settling down scared me. | mean, it was going to be just me and her after that, right? That's the way it's 
supposed to be. That's what she said she deserved. Maybe that's why | did what | did..forcing a way out, 
because | just couldn't handle it. And stupidest of all was | used the weakness of one of my best friends to my 
advantage. | used him to screw it up. And boy, | sure did. Screwed her up. Screwed him up. Screwed me up. 
Screwed up everything. | wrecked both my worlds with one smooth maneuver, and it's been wrecked ever 


since. In fact it just kept getting worse. 
"You ready?" 


Chad was at the door, his hair hanging in damp curls, soaking his t-shirt at the shoulders, a smile a mile wide 
plastered to his face. He was sticking his cell phone down into his front jean pocket. 


"C'mon, let's go. Time's wasting!" 

Lazily | rose from the couch and followed him out into the hall. Again he was dragging me along with him, his 
arm hooked around my neck. He turned towards me, to look over his shoulder, and then quickly snapped a kiss 
at me. 

"Dude, you are fucking crazy." 

"Yeah." He smiled. "| guess so, and I'm damn fucking happy.’ 

"Goooood." | laughed. 

We slid into a cab, heading back to Chad's hotel. It was dark, except for the sporadic glow of passing street 
lights. Chad was jabbering on about the night's performance and who fucked up what, and what monitor went 


out, or some shit like that. | wasn't really listening. All | kept thinking about was getting him into the room, and 
finding something to make him stop talking. | figured I'd start the warm up by sliding my hand onto his thigh. 


He hesitated, breaking up his string of one sided conversation, and smiled. "Are you hitting on me?" 

“Shhhhh." | shook my head, tilting it towards the cabby. "Keep your voice down" 

My hand slid up a little more, closer to his crotch. Chad stepped on my foot when he spread his legs out. He 
hung his arms on either side of him on the back of the seat, and tilted his head back. He knocked my knee with 
his and peered at me from the side, still smiling that big ass smile of his. 

"You ever think about taking it," | asked. 


His eyes popped open. "Huh?" 


‘| wanna fuck you," | whispered. Leaning towards him, | added, "You like me enough to let me put my dick in 


your" 

"LI don't know." He smiled shyly. "You do that?" 

"Chad, lm a man. lIl put my dick in any tight warm hole" 

His eyes widened even more. | could tell | was freaking him out. It was funny. 

"What if | say no?" 

"What if / say no?" 

That's when he sat up, dropping his arms to his lap. "| thought this worked one way 


"There's nothing about me that works one way." | took a pack of Marlboro's from my jacket pocket and slapped 
it against my hand. "You thought | was going to let you pound off on me again Tonight?" 


He brushed his hand over his mouth, still looking at me like | was fucking crazy. "Well, uhhhh." 
"Besides my ass still hurts." Adopting the Cheshire grin myself, | added, "My dick doesn't, though." 
Chad chuckled nervously then. "Oh shit.well, you see, there could be a problem." 

"Like what? Shit? That's not a problem that doesn't have a solution Thats what enemas are for." 


Things got quiet in the cab after that. Of course, there was the loud crackle of apprehension in the air. | tend 
to thrive on that. That was making my dick hard. | liked making people uncomfortable. 


"So, what's Ryan doing tonight?" | asked, once we got into the hotel's elevator. 


Chad eyed me suspiciously. He didn't seem amused by that. 

Trying not to laugh, | kept going with it. "Does he have a boyfriend?" 

"He's not like that, Jerry." 

"Like what?" 

"He's married, for Christ's sake." Chad shuffled his feet, leaning against the elevators railing. He folded his hand 
across his chest. "Do you just want to fuck everyone? Is there no preference? You just want to fuck anything 
that moves?" 

"Hey, | saw Ryan on stage tonight, and he moves a little better than the rest." 


"Fuck you, Jerry." 


| couldn't hold back the smile at that point, or the laugh, for that matter. | nudged his shoulder. "You sound like 


you're jealous." 

‘lm not" There he went with the pouting little boy routine. "I don't get jealous." 

"Yeah, sure you don't. How ‘bout that song, "Just For?" 

"Shut up." 

"That right there should be an anthem for every jealous boyfriend-" 

"| said shut up, Jerry.” 

Laughing, | followed Chad out into the hallway. From behind | could watch him walk.which of course made him 
uncomfortable, seeing how he thought | wanted to push my dick into his ass. He wasn't walking with that 
normal, sexy, strut-like gait of his. He was walking like he already had something up his ass. | had to keep my 
hand over my mouth to not bust into hysterics. | could tell I'd already pushed him close to his limit. Besides | 
really wasn't going to make him go through with it. You either like to be fucked in the ass or not. It's not 
necessarily an acquired taste. 

When we got into the room, he slid off his jacket and tossed it on the bed. He eyed me, stolid faced, only 
breaking his stare to yank his shirt over his head. He licked his lips, running his hand over his hairless, muscle- 


lined chest. Oooo, | wanted to bite his nipples, sink my teeth into his skin 


"Look, Jerr, give me about an hour, okay? There's a bar downstairs, have a couple of drinks. Take your phone, 


and l'Il call you when I'm ready." 


My eyes jutted open. "What?" 

"| need some time to, you know.to prepare” 

Wow, he was really going to go through with this? He must really have liked me. 
"Yeah," he nodded. "Il do it. | guess i's only fair, right?" 


| stood there, speechless. | took a drag off my cigarette so | didn't look like a fucking idiot with my mouth hung 


open. 


"Go on" He slapped my arm with his t-shirt. "Get out so we don't waste all night with this..." The irises of his 
eyes slid to their corners. "shit." 


| thought to tell him to forget about it, but if there's one thing that turns me on, it's making someone do 
what they never thought they were capable of doing, breaking them out of their pre-set molds. Besides, | 
would take it easy on him..shah, about as easy as he took it on me. 

"Alright. I'll see you in a bit, then" 

So, | went to the bar downstairs, had a few drinks, stole a few flirtatious glances from a couple of chicks on 
some bar stools down the way from me. | wouldn't have minded bringing them back to Chad's room, but that 
would mean we'd have to wait for another night for him to give into me, and | was pretty happy | was getting 
what | was getting tonight. 


~t22222~t222222~ 


My side tickled, the cell phone in my jacket pocket vibrating up a storm. | pulled it out and brought it to my 


ear. 
"Yaahloh." 
"l'm ready for you." 


| smiled. "Oh yeah?" | liked how he said that. Twitch, twitch, my dick was waking up in my pants. "Are you 


naked?" 
"Come up and find out, bitch." 
"| plan on it." 


"Alright, I'll see you in a bit-" 


"Hold up, we can talk as | walk" Which really wasn't a good idea, seeing how | was going to be walking through a 
bar, into the lobby, into an elevator, and down a hall with a raging boner, but | didn't give a fuck. "So, tell me 


now.. 
Hoy 

| pushed the up button to retrieve the elevator. "Are you lying on the bed?" 
| could hear the mattress springs squeak before he answered. "I am now’ 
"You got the lotion? You know the kind | told you to get?" 

"Yeah, and my personal assistant thinks lim a fucking twink now’ 

"That's because you are~" 

"Fuck off" 


‘Ohhhhh, | plan on it, Chadwick. | definitely plan on it" There was a ding and the elevator doors pulled back. | 


stepped inside. "You've never thought of bending over for anyone before?" 

"Not really." 

"So.why are you doing this for me?" 

There was silence for a moment. "Is that so hard to figure out?" 

| swallowed hard. Fuck, no it wasn't. | knew why he was doing this, the same reason he sucked my dick in the 
broom closet. He liked me, shit, which meant if | wasn't like-minded | was stringing him along. | had to think 
about where | wanted this shit to go. Fuck, that was too heavy to think about. | didn't want to kill my hard-on 
so | pushed it out of my mind. 


"l'm here. Open the door." 


And like an idiot, | stood there with the phone still stuck to my ear, which was okay, because after the door 
cracked, | pushed it open and he was standing there, naked, still holding his too. 


"| guess we can hang up now, huh?" 
Smiling, he took the phone out of my hand and tossed it along with his onto the nightstand. Then he dropped 


back down onto the bed. The springs screeched and bounced him back up a little until all the bouncing 


momentum was gone. 


"What now?" 

| swallowed down a knot in my throat. He wasn't kidding about being ready. I've been told l'm well endowed, and 
yeah, | am, but Chad's ain't nothing to scoff at either. Impressive. It stood off him like a flesh sword, 
surrounded by his dark, wooly hair. | guess in my drunken stupor the other night | didn't bother to appreciate 
it. Of course, the pain in my ass should have been a big clue right there. 

"The lotion" 

He stretched and twisted to get a little bottle off the other table and tossed it to me. 

"Keri is so very." | smiled, turning it to show him the label. "Okay, this is good, but we have a problem." 
Chad's eyes widened. "What's that?" 

| looked down and canted my arms out. "lm still dressed." 

"Oh." He laughed. "Not for long." 

He sat up and went straight for my jeans. | let my jacket drop behind me. Thats when he stood up, using one 
hand to help me with my t-shirt, the other wedging down into my open fly, grabbing a hold of me. His nose 
bumped mine. 

"You're not going to hurt me are you?" 

"Not any more than you did me." 


His eyes widened. "I'm sorry about that. | didn't mean to-" 


Laughing, | pointed across the room. Then, in my best redneck prison dyke voice, | said, "Turn around and grab 
your ankles, boy." 


He slid onto the bed, suspending his chest off the mattress by holding himself up on his elbows. He eyed me 
over his shoulder while | kicked my jeans off the rest of the way. 


"I can't wait to get my dick into you. "| leaned over and slapped his butt cheek. He jumped, giving a surprised 
gasp. | grabbed his hips, getting him onto his knees. "I bet you're tight. Nice, virgin ass. I'm gonna tear you up." 


"Jesus, Jerr-" 
"Squeal like a pig. Squeeeee." 


Silence, except for the laugh trying to spit through my lips. | took the bottle and shook it up. Then | squirted a 


dollop into the palm of my hand. 
"What if we wait-" 


"No. You're ready. l'm ready." | grabbed a hold of my cock, the lotion making a slicking sound with each pull up 
of my fist. 


"You're going to use more than that, aren't you?" 

"No, | think this is about the amount you used, isn't it? Or do | need to wipe some of it off?" 

"Fuck, Jerry!" 

| squirted out some more and put it on his ass. He jumped as soon as my hand made contact with him. 

"Cold, huh?" 

He didn't say anything, but | could see his whole body stiffen up when | stepped closer and put my dick on his 
back. The part right where the flesh separates and becomes an ass, that crevice there, | slid myself up and 
down, enjoying the feel of his flesh against mine. 

"Are you ready, big guy?" | slapped his ass again 


"Ugh, shit..l guess." 


| ran my dick between the two rounded pillows of flesh. | could feel him jump and clench with each pass of my 


cock over his ass hole. | did it again, and again, and again, and again. l'm mean, aren't |? 
"Jerr?" 
Stroke, stroke, stroke. 


"Hey" Thats when Chad twisted around, hooked my waist with his arm, and then threw me to the bed beside 


him. He leaned over me, smiling. "You don't have any intention of doing it, do you?" 


"Yes, | do." | pushed him off and tried to get up, but he threw himself over me, still smiling that big ass 
cheesy grin of his. 


"No, you don't. You're just fucking with me, you ass hole." 
He slammed his mouth against mine, | swear he wanted to bust my lip open, doing that crazy shit. Then he 


pinned my arms over my head, you know, only because | let him, and he slid up and down on top of me. Being 


that my cock was already slicked up, it felt damn good. 


"Big tough guy was gonna fuck me, huh?" He smiled. 


| didn't say anything. | knew what | wanted. He knew what | wanted. So | rolled over to my stomach and waited. 
Fuck, | hoped he knew better what to do this time. | didn't want to have to go buy one of those medicinal donut 
pillows to carry around for every time | needed to sit down. That wouldn't be easy to explain, nope, and people 


would certainly ask questions. 

A shiver rushed through me when his fingers pulled my hair to the side of my neck. His hand brushed over 
my back, lower, lower, over the round of one of my ass cheeks. Then | felt him pull away, presumably to sit 
up on his knees. The bed creaked and jostled me side to side. 

"l'm gonna use a lot this time," | heard him huff behind me. 

| could hear the lotion spit out. | could hear him slicking himself up. | could hear more being squirt out, and 


then | felt it on my ass. Oh shit. Gentle, young lad, gentle. 


~tłbe~ 


Psychotic Break 


Author's Notes: 
It\'s starting to get sticky... 


~/C/~ 


| was careful this time, more cognizant of the consequences of my actions. My cock rested at his opening; 
easy, easy, easy, | gently pressed in. | heard him suck in a breath when the head slipped inside. My hips tilted, 
and | let the weight of my body draw myself closer to him. | eased slowly back. | eased slowly forward. No, | 
wasn't going to do the jack rabbit routine this time. No, this time | was going to make him enjoy it. I'd show 
him | could be good at this. | had to prove | was the right man for the job. 


Now on the flip side, it took everything | had not to cum right away. Funny how that works, isn't it? Maybe it 
was all the lotion and how sensitive it made each touch, each stroke. Maybe it was that | wasn't loaded up on 
pot and alcohol. Maybe it was just him. Oh god, and did Jerry ever feel so damn good, and the way he looked, 
his chest flat on the mattress, his hips arched up to meet mine. | couldn't help taking my eyes off the sight 
of my cock going into his ass to look at his face. His forehead was pushed into the mattress, his hair piled 
over the top of his head, exposing the skin of his neck. | wanted to bite him, lick him there. When | did, a hiss 


escaped from his lips. 
"Ugggh, fuck, Chad" 


The bed shifted back and forth with each thrust of my pelvis. | watched the muscles in his back tense, his 
arm stretching backward to grip my hip. 


"Fu-fuck-fuck." Then he moaned. 
“There you go," | whispered. "How's that, Jerry?" 


His head turned to the side and one pale blue eye opened, peering at me in between the strands of the corn 


flour hair that was strewn across his face. 
"Does this feel good?" | whispered. "Is it better this time?" 


| think | saw the hint of a nod, before his eyes rolled up into his head, and he let out another groan. | noticed 
his hand go to his cock, and the twitching of his elbow as he began to beat himself off. 


"No, you dont." 


| bent over him, reaching around his waist to get my hand on him. His skin felt silky in my grasp. Most of the 
lotion he had on him must have wiped off on the bed because his skin was dry and soft. That only made the 
pre-cum oozing out of him that much more obvious. | couldn't help but smile. 

"| was made to fuck you, Jerr. Oh god, | was meant for this." 

| rested my forehead on his back, gently nipping and licking at his skin The whole time my hand kept 
rhythmically pumping him. Then | felt the beginnings of a spasm deep inside him. Bip, bip, bip, his ass tightened 
around me. 


"Uggghhhh, fuck" 


And then his hips bucked, the transmission of the pulses from his ass to his dick, and then | felt the tell-tale 
twinges of him ejaculating. 


"Oh god, Jerry." 

| pushed my weight back up onto my knees, gripping him by his hips. Now that he had his, | could get mine and 
not worry about it. And thankfully it didn't take long after that. | pushed into him once, pulled back fast and 
shoved forward. My hips curved in, my pelvis hugging the roundness of his ass. | felt like | couldn't get in deep 
enough and | didn't want to pull back. | wanted to get in as far as | could go and stay there. 

Shiiit!" 


| latched my arms around him, bending over his back again, rocking softly as the waves of orgasm washed 
over me. A hum escaped my throat and | could feel it reverberate into his skin 


"Oh god, Jerry, oh god." 

| wanted to just lay there inside him for as long as my dick would stay hard, but he nudged me. 

"Get off me, man" 

| rolled to the side and watched him get on his back and then twist to get his cigarettes off the bedside table. 
Clicking his lighter, he mumbled, "You need to quit fucking coming inside me." 

"What? Why?" 

"It gives me the shits." 


Remember when | talked about him on the bus, the way he stepped away without even moving? | felt him do 
it right then. | couldn't hide the perplexed look on my face as | watched him get up and go into the bathroom, 


a trail of smoke following him the whole way. 

"Like right now? Are you going to shit right now?" | looked at my dick; it was clean. 

"No, I'm going to take a piss, asshole." 

| stood up and grabbed a pair of boxers out of my suitcase. The wood trim surrounding the bathroom's 
doorway made a frame around him as he stood in front of the toilet. | could hear the sound of his piss hitting 
the water in a hard stream. 


"Are you mad at me?" 


He leaned back, squinting an eye at me with that fucking cigarette still pinched between his lips. "Now, why the 
fuck would | be mad at you?" 


"| don't know, but you're acting like it” 
"No, l'm not." 
"Yeah, you are." | walked towards him. "What's wrong?" 


"Probably the fact that in the morning I'm going to have the squirts, and it already hurts enough to sit down, 
Thanks a lot, Chad." 


| cocked my hips, resting my fists on them. "Well, then why did you let me do it? You know, | was prepared to 
let you fuck me..even though | didn't want you to.” 


"Why?" He flushed the toilet and walked over to me, his face up in mine. "Because you're too good to be 
fucked?" 


"No. | just really like being inside you. It makes me feel close to... | just..you feel good, Jerry.” 
‘Oh yeah? Well, my ass feels like anyone else's. Why don't you go fuck Ryan?" 
| huffed a sarcastic laugh. "Because. like you.not Ryan." 


He stepped back then, dropping himself onto the bed. He crossed his ankles, and brought his hands up behind 
his head. "Well, | like Ryan. He's hot." 


"Why are you doing this, man?" 


"Doing what? Being honest?" 


"Fucking trying to hurt me." 
"I'm not trying to hurt you. I'm just speaking the truth." 
If you find Ryan so hot, then why are you with me?" 


Very nonchalantly, Jerry tapped his cigarette into the ashtray on the bedside table. A stream of smoke blew 


from his lips. "I'm not with you. | just let you fuck me." 
My eyes narrowed, my jaw set. Again with the dry scoff. 
Then he rose up off the bed. "And since that's done, | think I'll go to my room and get some sleep." 


| stood there, my arms crossed over my chest as he got dressed in front of me. He watched me with that 
damn cigarette pinched between his lips the whole time he did it. The zippers on his jacket rattled as he slipped 


it on, and without so much as a word, he walked past me and out the door. 
"What the fuck? What did | do?" 
~/J/~ 


| walked down the hall and got into the elevator. Some yuppy, preppy couple eyed me bitterly for having a 
cigarette within close proximity of them, but you know what? | didn't give a shit. Right now all | wanted to do 
was get my sore ass into bed and catch a few winks before Charlie my driver was banging on my door, yelling 
at me to get moving. And I'd be fucking moving alright, my bowels that is, and the fuckhead, Chad, he knows 
you can't shit in a tour bus toilet. 


You see, thats what | fucking hate about being with some noob or whatever you wanna call someone walking 
into this lifestyle for the first time. Why did | have to teach him anything? He had a computer. He could do 
some research for gay fucking etiquette. C'mon, Chad, quit being so fucking naive. 


A cold wind blew up against me as | exited the hotel. | drew my arms against me, trying to shield myself from 
the frigid night air. Luckily there was a taxi just a few steps away. The cabby killed the roof light before | 
even opened the door. 


"Where to?" 


| sat there for a minute. Actually, | didn't want to go to my hotel. For some reason the piss and vinegar 
coursing through my veins told me to go find more action. Get drunk, get into a fight, get laid again. Do 
something, just don't go and start thinking about the look on Chad's face when | left him in his room. 


"Are there any rock clubs around here?" 


The cabby, who appeared to me as two beady eyes in a rearview mirror, blinked. "Sure, there's one a few 


blocks away." 

"Lots of pretty women?" 

"The hottest in town.unless you want to go to a gentleman's club." 

"No thanks. The rock club's fine. That'll would be easier anyway." 

Fifteen minutes, and fifteen dollars later | was dropped off in front of some concrete, box shaped building, a 
red neon line of light running around the top of it. The muscle bound bouncer recognized me as | walked up the 
front step. 

"Hey, good show tonight" 

"Thanks." And | went in. 

Its always a little weird going out amongst a concentration of your fan base, especially when it's an over 
twenty-one crowd. In the marbled darkness, you can see them watch you, waiting for the right moment to 
make their approach. But then there are a few of them that come right up first thing. 

"Oh my god, you're Jerry Cantrell!" 

Forcing a smile, | nodded. "Yeah, who are you?" 

"'m.blah blah blah blah." 

You don't really hear any of it, you just smile and nod and sign their shit so they'll go away. At least that's 
what you do with the squealy fans. Now, there are a few that put out the vibe for you to come to them..like 
the red head at the bar in the mini skirt, with the legs stretching up to her neck. 

"Hey." | leaned on my elbow against the bar next to her. "What's your name?" 

"Kenny." 


"Kenny?" Smiling, | leaned closer. "Did you say Kenny? That's a boy's name." 


She flicked her tongue at her drinking straw, drawing it in between her lips. After sucking a sip, she pulled her 


glass away and replied. "I can assure you, Mr. Cantrell, I'm all woman" 
Looking her up and down, | smiled. "| can see that" 


She took her turn looking me up and down herself then, adjusting the lapels on my jacket. "I was hoping you'd 


ask for positive evidence, you know, verification of my gender." 
"Really? How ya going to do that?" 


The redhead scooted closer to me on her bar stool, parted her thighs, and placed my hand in between them. 
Nope, no dick. 


Yeah, it's that easy to score chicks when you're in a famous band. | kid you not. Which is why guys are much 


more interesting to me. 

She took another sip of her drink and asked matter-of-factly, "Do you wanna fuck?" 

"Do teenage, pimple-faced boys jerk off?" 

She smiled. "Id say they do." 

"Then I'd say | do too. You gotta car?" 

"Parked out front.” 

| leaned my head towards the door. "Let's go." 

Within twenty minutes | was at this redhead's place, butt ass naked, doing to her what Chad had done to me, 
only | was doing it better. And thankfully, when we were done, she wasn't professing her love to me, or trying 
to widdle me into a relationship with her. Instead she was offering me coke. Butt sex and blow. Now that's a 
classy chick. 

~ssnnnnnfttt~ She blinked her eyes, pinching her nose. "You wanna bump, Jerry?" 

She handed the rolled up dollar bill to me. Hey, who am | to put the brakes on this party? 


"Sure." 


| did a line..and another..and | took the last one for good luck. Instantly, my head was a snow globe. | shook it to 
see the flakes fall before my eyes, but instead | only saw sparks and burnt green dots. 


"Good stuff, huh?" 
"Yeah." 


And when | could finally focus, | noticed a guy standing in the doorway. He looked like he was pissed as hell, until 
| pushed the hair out of my face. 


"Oh my god! It's Jerry Cantrell!" 
"Yeah." 


He stumbled across the redhead's bedroom and shook my hand. "lm the biggest Alice in Chains fan, man. | have 


all your records." 

"Cool." 

"When's the new one coming out?" 

"I just released a record. Degradation Trip?" 

The guy wrinkled his brow. He scratched his forehead and shook his head. "Alice in Chains?" 
"No, its a solo record. | played at the convention center tonight 

"| thought Nickelback played there tonight 

"They did. | opened" 

He winced. "You're opening for Nickelback?" 

‘Mmmm. Yeah, the idea didn't sound all that good to me either, but what could | do, you know?" 
"Dude, they suck" 

"Ahh, they're alright." 


"Why are you doing that shit, man? Get back with the rest of Alice and kick some ass!" He gave me the devil 


horns. 

"Well, maybe some day. Right now, its just not happening,” 

That's when the redhead, now wrapped in a robe, walked in between us. | waved my finger at her. 
"Sorry if | defiled your sister, man" 

Oh, that's not my sister. Thats my wife." 


"Oh." | nodded and looked around the room. "Well, | guess | should be going." 


"Need a ride?" 


"Uh. Yeah." 


So, as uncomfortable as it was, the redhead's husband drove me back to my hotel. When | got there, as luck 
would have it, Chad was standing out in front. He was bundled up tight in a fucking snow parka and scarf, 
rubbing his hands together and blowing into them. Fucking cannuck. When he saw me get out of that guy's 
truck, | could tell this was not going to be good. 
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Five-twenty-three..AM. My ass was out in front of some skanky, low-rate Holiday Inn, freezing my fucking 
nuts off, wondering where in the hell Jerry was. | started to worry that he'd been kidnapped or mugged or in a 
fucking car wreck or something tragic like that, and come to find out, he'd been out drugging and fucking. 
Fucking asshole. 


And to top all that off, he tried to just walk right past me and not say a fucking word. 


"Jerry." | followed him into the hotel, through the lobby, to the elevators. The whole time l'm calling after him. 
"Jerr. Jerry! Jerry!" 


He spun around, anger splashed all over his face, his hair a mess of scraggly lines hanging in front of his eyes. 


"What do you want?" 
"You fucker! I've been out there for two hours, worried sick about you! Where have you been?" 
He turned his back to me and punched the call button for the up elevator. "Out! 

"Who was that guy in the truck?" 


When he looked to me this time, his brow was pulled in, his eyes nothing but thin blue lines on his face. He 
kept threading his hand into his hair, shifting side to side. Fuck, he was wired. 


"What have you been doing, Jerr? Huh? Crystal Meth?" 


That's when he started laughing that dry, sarcastic laugh, shaking his head. "No, Chad. Just go back to your 


lush hotel, all right? Go call room service and order some fucking champagne." 
"Did you fuck that guy?" 


"Yes!" he yelled, leaning into my face. "Yes, | did, and it was damn good, Chad. | fucking fucked that guy's ass like 
he's never had it before, and he loved it" 


Something inside me snapped, and | yanked him up by the collar of his t-shirt and slammed him against the 
wall. | wanted to yell at him, but | couldn't find any words. What would | say? ‘Don't fuck anyone but me? 
Instead | just kept yanking him around and shaking him. He laughed the whole time. 


"Shut up!" | screamed. "Shut up!" 


He was still laughing when | threw him into the open elevator. Like a rag doll, he hit the far rail, shaking a little 
from the momentum of the blow. Still laughing, he pointed at me. 


"0oo00, manly man Chad." 

"Shut up, Jerry." 

When the elevator doors pulled to, | pressed ‘seven’, the floor his room was on 
"What are you gonna do, Chad? Be a good boyfriend and walk me to my door?" 
| didn't turn around. | kept my back to him, my arms folded across my chest. 
Then he snickered. "Do | get a good night kiss?" 

Me. Nothing. | tried my best to ignore him. 


"How about a good night blow job?" | felt him poke my shoulder blade. "You know, if you put a little more 


suction into it.a little more spit..." 
My voice came out quiet, even Toned. "Shut up." 


"How about a rim job, Chad?" | could hear the leather of his jacket shifting, a sign he was moving behind me. 
His breath heated my ear. "Do you even know what that is?" 


Slowly | looked over my shoulder. "Yes, | do." 

Jerry lifted his eyebrows and smiled Oh, how | fucking hated him at that moment. Smug son of a bitch 
"You need to go to bed, Jerry. You need to get a shower and go to bed” 

"No, | think | need a good tongue bath" He flicked his tongue out at me. "What do you say, Chad? 

"Im not putting my mouth on you after you fucked some loser.” 


"It was a woman," he whispered in my ear. "I fucked a woman tonight, Chad. Put my dick in a pussy. Does that 
make you feel better?" 


‘Is it supposed to?" 


The bell pinged and the elevator doors parted. As | walked out into the hall he jumped around me and walked 


backwards so he could face me. 


"You know you're cute when you're angry." 

‘Im not angry." 

"Oh yeah you are. | like it" He snarled his teeth. “Rrrarrr.” 
Smirking, | shot the finger at him. 

"Promise?" 

"Hey, loser, you've past your room" | leaned forward to grab him. 
"How do you know what room l'm in?" 

"Charlie told me. It fucking cost me a bottle of Crown Royal.” 
"Oooooh, like the Chadster can't afford that." 

"Will you just shut up and put your key in the lock?" 

"Heh, I've got something | can stick in your lock" 

"Jerry, quit testing me." 


He smiled, digging around in his jacket pocket. When he produced the key, he held it up between us, the silver 
key rocking back and forth by its tag. Then he put the key at the opening of the lock. 


"Easy now. Slow. Gentle. Not too fast" He inched the key forward, then pulled it back. "Let's try that again. 


Nice..and..slow." 

That's when | grabbed the key from him, shoved it into the lock and opened the door. 
"See, now that's your problem, always rushing into everything." 

| pushed him inside the room. He tripped over his feet, but kept himself from falling. 
"You know that?" He waved in front of my face. "You move too fast" 

"Dude, | took my time with you tonight. Are you still complaining?" 


"tim talking about." He waved a hand back and forth between us. "This. You and me. We're not together." 


'| didn't say | wanted us to be." 

"Then why are you standing outside my hotel at five in the morning?" 

| was worried about you. | didn't get an answer when | called your room" 

"Jeez" Jerry laughed. "A good boyfriend would have called me on my cell. 

| took his phone out of my jacket pocket and held it up. His brow scrunched and he padded his sides. 
"Oh shit, that is mine." 

"Yes it is, dumb ass." 

As | was handing it to him, my phone went off, the beginning ‘bongs’ of AC/DC's Hell's Bells song. 
"What the fuck?" 

| looked at the ID screen. "Shut up, alright? Its my wake up call." 
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"Wake up call?" | asked. 

"My girlfriend" 


Chad flipped open his phone and brought it to his ear. Then he turned his back to me..and for some reason, it 
pissed me right the fuck off. 


"Hey baby, good morning." He scratched the top of his head, let his fingers trail back through his curls, and 
then cupped the nape of his neck. "Yeah, I'm awake. How'd you sleep?" 


| sat down on the bed and watched him pace back and forth in front of me. | began to wonder what this girl 
was like, what her name was. | listened to him dodge pot holes in events from last night, doing his best not to 
tell her he was in his room fucking me for the majority of the time. It made me sick to my stomach. This 
scene was all too familiar to me, an act | played for Courtney, over and over again 


"I know, baby. | miss you too. Its only a couple more days. We'll make it” 


Silence. More pacing. | could just hear the tinny female voice reverberating through his head. Then he stopped 
and cocked a leg out, his free hand resting on his hip. 


"Shilah, | know, | know. Look, I'm sorry about not calling." Chad turned to look at me. "I've just been really busy." 


Yeah, like too busy fucking me. 
| stretched out on my bed and lit a cigarette. This was getting interesting. | began to wonder just how much he 


liked me, and just how much he liked "Shilah", and how | could fuck all this up. Hey, | could save him the painful 
lesson juggling all this taught me. And besides, what could be more fun? 


As he passed me again, | grabbed a hold of the extra length of belt he had hanging off his waist and yanked 
him to me. 
"Baby, you know | love you." 


Looking up at him, | puckered my lips, making a kissing sound. Fucking idiot. He covered the receiver with his 
hand, then whispered, "Don't." 


Yeah, right. Like he would say that if he knew what | was about to do to him. 

| pressed my hand to his crotch and cupped my hand over the swell that was his dick Then | leaned forward 
and nipped my teeth on it. Both my hands cupped his ass, squeezing, pulling his pelvis to my face. | liked the 
soft feel of the worn denim in my hands, the solidity of his muscles beneath it, tightening, clenching. 


He groaned a little, and then said, "Look, baby, | better let you go. Something just came up." 


Damn right it sure did. His dick was trying to bust through the denim to get into my mouth. | couldn't help but 


snicker to myself 

"Alright, | love you too. Bye 

| heard the phone click shut and then it hit something behind me, the dresser | think 
"What would Shilah do if she could see you right now?" 


It wasn't really a question, more like a taunt, really. | pushed my chin into his belly, looking up at him. My 


fingers pressed into the ass crease in his jeans. 
Chad lowered his eyelids, shaking his head. "I don't know." 
"Drop you like a hot plate." 


"No," he whispered. "I don't think she would. | think she'd understand." 


"No, they never understand. None of them do." | swallowed, causing my chin to push into his abdomen. "They 


say they do, but they don't really, and they always expect you to stop for them, like just having them should 


be enough’ 

Chad took a deep breath. "Why isn’t it?" 

"| dont know. You tell me. You're the one fucking another guy behind his girl's back" 

"Hts not like | make a habit of it" 

"You don't?" | laughed. "Fucking me isnt becoming a habit? How many times have we done it already?" 
Chad's lips pressed together. His eyes got a far away look 


| got to my feet, pushing him away from me. "Maybe we should stop all this right now, before it becomes 
something you can't stop.” 


"No." Chad's voice hung in the air, a desperate resonance bouncing all around me. "I don't want it to stop." 
And the truth was | didn't want it to stop either. | wasn't going to say that to him, though. | didn't want him 
to think | was getting hooked on him or something like that. Instead | walked past him and into the bathroom. | 


studied my face in the mirror. 


There | was, thirty six years old, still living like | was twenty two. No roots anywhere. Nothing to really call my 


own. No one to pin me down, but no one to hold on to either. 

And then Chad stepped up behind me. | don't know how to explain what | saw in his eyes, something..something 
soft, but hard.hot yet cold. Disappointed. Disapproving. A look I'd seen on my father's face countless times. It 
made me feel worthless, disgusting, the bad son who deserved an ass kicking. | wanted him to bash my face in, 
blacken my eyes. Instead Chad laid his hand on my shoulder, and it didn't feel like flesh connecting with me at 
all. It felt like hot, glowing, red steel. | yanked myself away like it burned me. 


"Jerry" His eyes followed mine as | tried to move around him. He put his arms up in the doorway so | couldn't 


get by. "We need to tak about this’ 

| weaved from one side to the other, him following me, like we were in some sort of fool's dance. 
"About what?" 

"What's going on here?" 

"Im trying to get out of the bathroom, that's what's going on here” 


"No, you asshole, | mean between you and me." 


"We're fucking, Chad. What else do you want to call it?" 


| tried to push him out of the way, but he reached for me with that huge monster paw hand of his and 


grabbed my neck "I don't know what you're on but you need to fucking settle down, man’ 

| kept trying to push him but he kept tightening his grip. | clenched my eyes shut. 

"Oh god, hit me, just fucking hit me. 

"What?" | heard him ask. "What did you just say?" 

My eyes popped open, widened, shocked to find his face so close to mine. | whispered it. "Hit me” 
"Hit you?" 


"Fucker! Hit mel" | struggled and pushed him again. | tried to knee him in the groin, but | caught his thigh 
instead. 


"Ahhh, shit!" Chad grimaced. 


His other hand reached around and yanked my head back with a fistful of my hair. Pain That's exactly what | 
needed, and it felt so good. 


"Fucking, pussy!" | yelled at him, eyeing him sideways. "Is that all you got?" 

| lifted my hand up and brought it across his face, making a loud smack sound. He obviously didn't like it. His 
eyes were screaming at me, full of repugnance. Chad shoved me, knocking me into the basin hard with my 
back, and that's when he did what I'd been wanting him to do. He curled up his fist and popped me right in the 
mouth. 
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"Is that what you wanted?!" | yelled, leaning over him. 


Jerry was bent forward, his hands cupping his face, groaning. Suddenly he straightened up and pushed both 
hands on my chest. | knocked back against the wall behind me. 


"Rrrr--Yeah!!" 


He got up in my face. | could see the bright crimson of fresh blood when he opened his mouth. He pushed me 
again, and then | pushed him. After that we grappled back and forth, knocking into the sink, into the wall, almost 
falling into the tub. | finally got a hold of him, one hand in his hair, the other by the back of his shirt. | pushed 


him against the sink, and where his stomach made contact, he bent forward, his chest flat on the counter. | 


leaned over him, stretching to get my mouth to his ear. Both of us were struggling for breath. 
"Does this turn you on, you sick fuck?" 


He busted out laughing, his whole body shaking. He peered at me over his shoulder. | could see blood seeping 
out the side of his lips. "You're such a good boy, Chad. Good ole boring Chad" 


That's when something snapped in me, and | reached for the low ball. | put my hand in his hair again, yanking 
his head back so he could see both our faces in the mirror. 


| maybe boring, but who opened for who last night, huh? Tell me that, Jerr.” 


That's when the smile faded from his face, the mischievous twinkle leaving his eyes. | pushed myself off him 


and turned towards the door. 
"Chad!" 


| kept walking even though | could hear him coming up behind me. He grabbed my arm as soon as | reached for 


the knob. 

‘lm not fucking through with you." 

When he yanked me around, | saw his fist coming towards me. It made contact with my cheek bone and sent 
me careening to the floor. | opened my eyes but all | could see where spots. | felt a thick radiating pain on the 
left side of my face. That was definitely going to leave a mark. Asshole. | wanted to jump up and beat the shit 
out of him, but | knew that's what he wanted. 

"Get up and get out!" he yelled. 


Quietly, | rose to my feet and grabbed my jacket off the bed. 


As | turned to leave he said, "Hey, don't forget your cell phone, Chad. Wouldn't want to miss any of those 


precious calls from your girlfriend” 
"No, | wouldn't." 
| could see the pain in his eyes as | took the phone from him. | didn't know what put it there, but | had a good 


idea that it found a home in him long before we crossed paths. | was just the right person at the wrong time. 


And it hurt like hell that he felt he needed to take it out on me. 


“the 


Between 
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The door shut behind Chad and | let out a heavy sigh. Was it relief? Was it resignation? | didn't know. All | knew 
was that | felt more like shit than | had in a long time. | was coming down off the coke--scratch that, | was 


crashing off the coke. My head ached, my eyes burned. Along with my nose..and yeah, my ass. 


All| wanted to do was get a shower and go to sleep, but | knew | couldn't. | had to be out by my bus in an 
hour, and damn did that hour fly by. 


"Ooooh, someone doesn't look so good." 

Rob lifted the sunglasses off my nose, inspecting my eyes. | squinted and recoiled from the sunlight. 
"Pull an all nighter, Jerr?" 

"You could say that" 


| mumbled because with the split lip, it hurt to talk. Luckily it was inside my mouth, and not so obvious to 
everyone else. | didn't want to have to answer that question. | hadn't come up with a good lie yet. 


Rob tisked at me and shook his head. "We got two days on the bus. You should be able to catch up a little." 


That's when he nudged me up the bus steps, and | almost tripped. No, the feet were definitely not working 
along with the brain yet. 


"Mike." 
"Jerry." 


| nodded at Bordin as | passed him in his usual spot, the couch. He was holding a different book this time. It 


wasn't one | recognized. 


Before | could get my bag down, my phone buzzed. | looked at the ID. Fuck, of course it was Chad. | flipped it 
open and brought it to my ear. 


"What do you want?" 
"How you feeling this morning, Jerr?" 


"Just smashing. What do you want?" 


"Didn't get any sleep, did you?" 
"Chad, what the fuck do you want?" 
"Are you settled in over there?" 
"Chad-" 

"Come ride on my bus" 

"Fuck. No. 

"C'mon We need to talk” 


| started laughing. "You know, you are worse than a fucking chick. All this ‘we gotta talk’ bull shit. There ain't 
nothing to talk about, Chad." 


"Yeah, there is. Last night..this morning..fuck, all of it. What was that hitting stuff about, man? Did you really 


want me to kick your ass?” 
With one hand, | shook a cigarette out of its pack and put it to my lips. | flicked back the top of my lighter. 
ee 

"Look, man," | mumbled, still trying to light my cigarette. "tm not in the mood for your psychoanalysis, alright?" 
There was silence for a minute. | thought | heard the rumple of a sigh from Chad's end 


"Come ride to Dallas with me. That's two whole days for us to relax. I've got Play Station, Xbox, Corona, 


Heineken, Doritos, Steak-ums..a microwave that works...” 

| started laughing. "And Ryan..." 

"Nope. Ryan took a plane so he could have some time with his old lady. It's just me over here." 
"| don't know-" 


"C'mon, what are you going to do over there? Watch paranormal nuclear science programs on the tube with 


Mike?" 


"Chad, there's no such thing as paranormal nuclear science." 


"Fuck, whatever, just get your bag and c'mon. We're getting ready to tear out of here." 

"All right. Where are you at?" 

"Look out to your right side." 

| leaned over the couch and pulled the curtain back. Sure enough, there was the fancy-ass Nickelback bus 
parked alongside mine. Five minutes later | was walking up its steps where Chad greeted me at the top. 
Immediately | noticed the purple swell under his left eye. 

"You look like you caught some bad ass' strong right hook." 

"Yeah, and you look like you've been strung out on coke." 

My eyes narrowed. "Fuck you, man" 

As | made my way down the length of the bus, Chad thumped his way behind me. He was so close that | could 
feel the floor bounce with each of his weighty steps. | heard the breath shooting in and out of his nose. Lord, 


don't tell me he was already horny again. Honestly | didn't know if | could take another round with him. | mean, | 


was in my right mind now, well, as right as | could be without sleep, and | knew the ass couldn't take it. 
"Here, give me your bag." 
| handed him my duffel, and he tossed it in an empty bunk. My eyes were stuck on him as | watched the 


muscles on his arm flex and lift. A patch of peach skin peeked out at me over the waist band of his jeans 


when his t-shirt slid up. Oh, shit. Like | needed to get horny too. 

"You wanna beer?" 

"Syre" 

He leaned in front of me to get a Corona out of the refrigerette that was beside the back lounge bed. No, | 
wasn't looking at the slow curve of his ass as he bent over. Nope. Again his arm muscles tensed to twist the 
top off. 

"You want a lime for it?" he asked, handing me the bottle. 

"No, this is all right." 

| took a sip as he walked back into the galley. He took a plastic bag out of the cabinets there and retrieved a 


lime from it. He pressed his palm over it, rolling the lime under his hand before cutting it into wedges. He 


stuck one into his teeth and smiled green at me. 


"Yeah, you're cute." 


| took another sip, keeping my eyes on him as he came my way. He set a bowl of the lime wedges on the table 


next to me, along with his beer, and lay sideways on the bed in front of me. 
"You look tired" 

Before | took another sip, | sighed. "I know. That's because | am: 

"You want to go to sleep?" 

‘Im all right. | can at least finish my beer.” 


Chad grabbed a hold of my cowboy boot and eased it off, then the other. He began massaging my feet, and for 


some reason, each movement of his thumb against the ball of my foot shot straight into my groin. 

"You must not be that tired” He laughed, eyeing my crotch. 

"Some parts of me never get tired" 

Chad smiled. "What about that other part?" 

| took another sip, narrowing my eyes at him. "Its always about you, isn't it?" 

His lip curled up a bit and he shook his head. "Not always." 

He smiled at me again, washing a melting sensation over my body. Of course the foot rub was helping it along. 
"You want me to massage your back?" 

"Syre" 


Chad got onto his knees as | pulled the t-shirt over my head. | downed the rest of my beer and then turned 
to lie on my stomach. Ahhh, my favorite position 


"You're staring at my ass," | mumbled against the pillow under my chin. "I can tell because it's getting hot" 
‘Jerry, your ass was hot long before | started looking at it." 
| laughed but quickly quieted down when | felt his large warm hands grip my shoulders, pinching and rolling, 


pinching and rolling. Not long after that | felt the bed shuffle and then the pressure of him sitting on top of 


me. 


"God damn, you're heavy." 

Yeah, | was complaining, but | liked the feel of his weight on top of me. Each time he would shift, it would pull 
on my ass, which would in turn pull on my balls, which would in turn pull on my dick. The whole package down 
there was waking up over this stupid massage. I'm sure that's what Chad had in mind when he started this. 


"Lift up." 


Chad stepped his knees to one side of me and wrapped his arm around my waist. With my hips off the bed he 
could undo the fly and take my jeans off. 


"| knew this was going to turn into this." 

"Are you complaining?" he asked, sitting back on top of me. 

"Yes-no-yes-l don't know.’ 

Chad laughed. "Well, don't make a commitment or anything." 

"Hey, | don't commit to anything anymore. I've learned my lesson." 

It was quiet for a while, just the soft hum of the bus's wheels spinning underneath us. Every once in a while 
I'd groan when Chad would hit a sensitive spot in my back. With all his massaging, | forgot that he hadn't taken 
his clothes off. | noticed it when he leaned over me to nip his teeth on my shoulder and the fly of his jeans 
scraped my skin 

"You going to get naked or what?" | asked. 

"Nope." 

| felt his teeth scrape along my shoulder blade, and then the softness of his lips as he eased downward. His 
still-denimmed crotch kept scraping me, down the back of my thighs, my calves. He bit into me again just 
above my hips, where my back swayed out and rounded into my ass. 

"You smell like soap," he gruffed. "You must have taken a shower." 

My head was getting foggy. | was so sleepy. When | answered, my voice made it sound like | was drunk. "Yeah." 
And then | felt his goatee scrape over my ass cheek, then his teeth, then his lips. | felt this pattern over and 
over as it whispered along my hips and butt. His tongue lapped my thighs right at the line where they were 


pressed together. It traveled up along the line where my ass cheeks touched one another, the middle line of 


the W. 


"You better not be teasing me," | whispered. "That would be very, very naughty.” 

"Be patient." 

| felt his hands slide up the backs of my legs, spreading them, and his fingers pried, separating my cheeks. | 
held my breath in anticipation. | fucking loved this. But he hesitated Nothing happened except for my ass being 
splayed and cold air hitting my asshole. Fucking frustrating as hell. 

"Do it, Chad. It's just like eating pussy." That's when his tongue pushed against me and | moaned. "Oh god" 

| lay perfectly still as he went to work on me. In fact, | think | even quit breathing for several seconds because 
the next thing | knew | was trying to catch my breath. My whole body felt heavy, dead except for where 
Chad's mouth was. | imagined myself in colors of black, white, and grey, except for my ass, which was swirling 
with all the colors of the rainbow. 

"Jerr? Are you okay?" 

"Yeah." 

"Am | doing something wrong?" 

Gulp. "No." 

"Well, uh-" 

"Shut up and keep going.” 

His breath was all over me, his lips, his teeth. Each lick of his tongue against my asshole was like connecting 
me to a car battery. My teeth clenched, my body jolted, unable to contain all the electricity. Involuntary moans 
escaped my throat and | pressed my forehead into the pillow. | wanted his tongue in me, and | wanted it bad. 
My hips pivoted so | could push my cock against the mattress. Then it just stopped. 


"Um?" 


Chad walked around the bed to my side, and | saw him get the bowl of limes from the table and then disappear 


behind me again 
"What are you doing?" | twisted to look over my shoulder. 
He gave me that big Canadian grin of his and then- 


"Hey!" 


"Jerry, relax, man. It's just a lime." 

| kept eyeing him. "| do not want fruit shoved up my ass." 

‘lm not! Just be quiet. You're killing the mood." 

For once in my life, | did what | was told | put my head back on the pillow and tried to relax. But, you know, 
that was pretty hard because having something juicy and sticky rubbed all over one's asshole is kind of.. hot. It 
got better when Chad began licking the juice off me. 

"If life gives you a bowl of limes..." | snickered. 


"Fuck Jerry with it" 


We both started laughing, and then | thought about it. "Hey, man, don't think that stuff will make good lube, 


because it won't." 

"| wasn't thinking that." 

"Grease me up good before you get your cock anywhere near me, alright?" 
‘lm not going to. This is just me taking care of you, that's it.” 

Wow. That made me feel..loved. It was fucking scary as all hell too. 
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"Are you sure?" Jerry asked, wide eyed, looking over his shoulder. 
| smiled. "Yeah." 

"You dont wanna?" 

"Of course | wanna, but I'm not going to." 

"Why not?" 

"Because you need a break, right?" 


Jerry pushed his hand up through his hair, making it fly up off his back. | noticed that mischievous twinkle in 
his eyes sparking up as he leaned onto his side. "You want me to suck you off?" 


| shook my head. 

His eyes widened. "No?!" 

Smiling, | shook my head again. 

His eyes darted quickly around and then laid back on me. "What's wrong with you?" 
| chuckled. "Nothing. Like | said, | just want to make you feel good. That's it." 


Jerry sat up on his haunches and leaned towards me until he was on all fours. He put his face right up in 


front of mine. "Maybe what would make me feel good right now would be to have your dick in my mouth." 

| pushed my lower jaw out, and shook my head. "Not going to happen 

"Something's going to happen, Chad." 

"No, it's not." 

He slid off the bed and onto my lap. "Oh yeah it is." 

"Nol" | laughed. "Stop, Jerr!" 

He had his arms around my shoulders and his face was pressed into the side of my neck, nothing but threads 
of blonde hair in my vision. | could feel his teeth pinching my ear and his hardened cock pressed into my 


stomach. 


"Yessssss," he grumbled. "Yeeeuuuuussss.” 


Laughing, | tilted forward to set his ass back on the bed. Because he had a good hold of me, | stayed attached 
to him, and ended up on top of him. 


"You know you wanna fuck me," he whispered. "I can feel how hard you are through your jeans." 
| never said | didn't. I'm just not one of those guys who always has to do what his cock says." 
Jerry's brow furrowed. "What kind of man are you?" 

"Hey, it doesn't have anything to do with masculinity." 

"Do you do this for your girlfriend? You service her and then cold shower it?" 


"Sometimes." 


Jerry's eyes searched mine, narrowing and widening. After a few quick breaths he asked, "What's she like?" 
"Shilah? Oh. Well.” | shifted over to my side, propping myself up on my elbow. "She's different.” 

"Like how?" 

"She's got a life of her own, you know. She paints, sculpts, stuff like that." 

"She's an arteeeest." 

| chuckled. "Yeah." 

"Do you love her?" 

My eyes shifted off his, and | nodded. "Yeah." 

Jerry stretched his hands up and lowered them to the mattress above his head. | heard him take a deep 
breath. "Well, I'm glad you're in love with someone else because this shit between us would get too 
complicated." 

"You don't think it's possible to be in love with two people at the same time?" 

"You're not in love with me, Chad. What we have here is a hearty case of lust." 

| don't know about that" | smiled. "I think | really love your ass." 

"Well, after all that licking you just did, my ass loves you too." 

"Oh, | had to lick it to make it love me? It wasn't happy before that?" 


"Hey, even an asshole needs romance." 


| brushed my fingers over the tawny hair of Jerry's armpit. | scratched down into his skin, trying to comb the 
wooly treads out. "She's going to be in Dallas when we get there." 


He turned his face to me. "Shilah?" 
"Yeah." 


"So that's why you wanted me to ride with you, so you could ride my ass a bunch before you had to give it 


up. 


My brow furrowed. "Im not giving anything up!" 

Oh, yeah, Shilah's really going go along with sharing you with another man 

"She might." 

Jerry started laughing. Then he turned to grab the pillow up behind him and covered his face with it. 
"Jerry. Jerry." | yanked the pillow away. "Shilah already knows. She wants to meet you." 

His eyes widened. "You fold her?" 

"This morning." 


Jerry sat up and got off the bed. "You have got to be the dumbest... That was a stupid, stupid, stupid thing to 
do, Chad. You know that?" 


"Why?" | stretched out on my back to watch him start picking up his clothes. "What are you doing? We're in a 


moving vehicle, Jerr. You can't just get dressed and leave." 
He threw a boot at me, narrowly missing my head. "You're a fucking idiot!" 


"Hey! You don't know her!" | stuck my arms up in the air. "You don't have a clue what she can tolerate or not. 


Besides, she's my girlfriend, and if | fuck it up with her, it's my fault, not yours!" 


‘Oh, you fucked it up alright. Trust me, Chad. I'll give your relationship two weeks..two months tops, and that's 


only if she really is cool, because she can't handle it. No woman can" 


| closed my eyes, sucking in a breath. | heard another boot fly past, hitting the wall behind me. "Jerry. Calm 
the fuck down" 


"Don't say | didn't fell you so." 
"wont" 

"Good!" 

"Good" 


~the~ 


Angel Eyes 


Author's Notes: 
Enter, duh duh dummmm, the woman. 


~/J/~ 


| wish | could say the next forty eight hours on the bus flew by, that it was full of hot sex, pot, beer, and 
lime enemas, but it wasn't. It was strange periods of silence, an awkward touch here and there, one bout of 
orchestrated, almost mechanical fucking, and lots of hours of sleeping alone. Chad, probably panicking that what 
| said was true, which it was, was calling his girlfriend every other hour. Several times | heard him ask her, 
"Are you sure you're okay with this?" Pathetic. If he'd just listened to me, we could have kept all this a secret 
and at best, we could have met for "poker" night every Tuesday once the tour was done. | could have lived 
with that, but no, he had to go and fuck everything up. Now this bitch would do whatever she could to 
sabotage whatever sort of relationship Chad and | had. 


Oh my god. Relationship? Did | just say that? 


"There she is." 


| pushed my sunglasses to the top of my head as we walked into the hotel lobby. I'd just woken up from a nap 


so | had a hard time focusing. 
"Where?" 
"Over there on the couch." 


Chairs..chairs..a large coffee table with a stupidly huge flower arrangement on it. | stepped to the side to see 


around the flowers, and then | saw her. 
"Shilah!" Chad stuck his hand up in the air. 


She grabbed the handle of a wheeling suitcase and began walking to us, and yeah, Shilah. She wasn't too bad 
looking, from what | could tell. Another place, another time, I'd hit it, no doubt about that: 


She was a brunette, but not you're standard brunette. She had jet colored hair that rolled down her shoulders 
in long loose waves. Her skin was tan but not too tan, like maybe she had some Hispanic blood in her, and her 
eyes were like two large onyx stones that were lined in smoky make-up. Her clothes were crispy new and close 


tailored; indigo jeans, pointy-toed boots, and a black turtleneck that didn't quite meet her waist. | couldn't help 


notice as she moved that it would show slices of her belly between its hem and the top of her jeans. She 


was..she was a girl, what could | say? 


Chad met her halfway, and | watched them lock into an embrace. He practically lifted her off the ground 
squeezing her. Their voices were muffled squeals and guffaws. There was a moment where she touched the 
faded bruise under Chad's eye. Her lips moved, she was asking about it, and he said something and shrugged. | 
started to wonder what lie he'd come up with to cover that. Then they walked up to me, linked by each other's 


arms. 

"Jerry" She smiled and stuck out her hand. "It's so nice to finally meet you." 

| shook her hand and eyed Chad. He had that big goofy Canadian grin of his going. Of course he was happy. He 
thought he was going to have his cake and eat it too. | wanted to tell him that it wouldn't last, but you can 
only tell someone so many times. 


"Same here, Shilah." 


She gripped my hand tighter and leaned in to kiss my cheek. She smelled good, like the sun beating down on a 
field of wildflowers, not perfumey, just naturally sweet. 


She turned to Chad. "I guess the ride in from Arizona was alright?" 
When he didn't answer, she turned back to me. Her wide, dark eyes peered up at me, waiting for her answer. 


"Yeah." | nodded. "It was..alright." 


My eyes were stuck on her. | tried to make them move, but they wouldn't. | watched her thick, ruddy lips pull 


into a slow smile when she noticed | was staring too long. 

"Well, is anyone hungry?" Chad shuffled his feet, and then coughed. "Who wants breakfast?" 
"Breakfast?" Shilah asked. "It's almost one o'clock." 

"Okay, how about lunch?" | saw his head turn to me in my peripheral vision. "Jerr, you hungry?" 
Blinking, | turned to him. "Yeah." 


So, after checking in we went to this little diner down the street. It was one of those greasy spoons that 
usually only the locals know of. A maid told Shilah about it as we were waiting for our room to be cleaned. It 
had to be good, because we could barely squeeze through the door, and the only table we could get was a 
little one for two that Chad pulled an extra chair up to. His skinny ass was sticking out in the isle. As the 
waitresses would pass him, they'd knock him with their elbows, their arms hoisting trays of dishes over his 


head. 


"Fuck" He slouched down, looking like one of those cranky buzzards off the afternoon cartoons. "This place 


better be good enough to warrant getting a concussion" 

| laughed during a mid-smoke exhale. | leaned back in my chair after squashing out my cigarette, and took a 
deep breath. It was hard to get comfortable. | was keenly aware that | was being examined. Those two huge 
ebony eyes burned, analyzing every bit of me. She was probably wondering what kind of man would let himself 
be fucked up the ass by her boyfriend. 

Chad pointed to a bowl between us. "Hand me one of those half and halfs, would you?" 


Simultaneously, Shilah and | reached for one, our hands bumping as we both tried to retrieve one for him. 


‘| got it” | smiled and handed Chad his cream. Then | pointed at her wrist. "That's pretty, you're bracelet." It 


was a big Indian looking thing, a silver cuff with a large buffalo stone set in the middle. 
‘Oh thanks, this was my mother's..and her mother's before hers, and her mother's before hers." 
| cocked an eyebrow. "What, are you an Injun?" 


‘Mmmmm. Navajo." She took a sip of coffee. "On my mother's side, but my father is as white as you. He's 


German." She chuckled. 

"Oh really?" 

Shilah brought her other wrist up onto the table, and pushed back her sleeve. She had another bracelet, this 
one smaller, a thick band of silver waves over black-toned metal. "This is Hopi. | got this at a reservation in 
southern New Mexico." She grabbed my hand, yanking it towards her. Then she pulled the bracelet off and slid 
it onto my wrist. "I collect all kinds." 

"Oh, | can't take this." | tried to get it off, but she put her hand on top of mine. 


"No, you must. | give all my friends jewelry..." She smiled again. "..to ward off evil and bad luck" 


| looked to Chad. Oh shit, his girl was giving me jewelry? | hoped he wasn't going to bust me in the chops. | 


wasn't in that kind of mood anymore, you know? 

He held up his wrist to show me a silver cuff. It was like hers but with a black stone. Maybe he'd been 
wearing it the whole time, but | hadn't noticed it until now. He had this look on his face like, ‘just take it to 
make her happy’, so | did. 


"All right, if you insist” 


Shilah smiled. "I insist." 


Well, the food was good, the company even better. The three of us got along like old college chums. Maybe 
Chad had been right about Shilah. Maybe she could accept the situation She seemed to accept me. Hell, she 


walked alongside me the whole way back to the hotel, her arm linked in mine. 


"| can't wait to see you perform tonight,” she said as we got into the elevator. "I bought your disc the other 
day and there's so many songs | love on it" 


"Oh yeah? Which disc?" 

"The one where you're standing in the lake." 

"That's not a lake." | laughed. "That's a bog. It's like a swamp." 

Straight faced, she tilted her head to the side. "Lake. Bog. Same thing.” 
"Not really." 

Shilah walked out of the elevator, leaving me and the Bounty Mounty behind. 
My eyes shifted to Chad, who was smiling at me. 

"You like her, don't you?" 

"No. 

"Just a little bit?" 

"No... Okay, maybe a little." 

| knew you would," 


"Yeah, well, she's still a girl" 


My show that evening went over well. No major monitor or PA problems. | broke one string on my 
Stratocaster, but other than that, the show went over without a hitch. The crowd was into the set, which you 


never can be sure of. The Nickelback crowds sometimes don't. | look out into the crowd, and it's a bunch of 


youngsters, and | wonder if they even know who the fuck | am. 

"Good show." 

| bumped into Shilah on my way from my dressing room to the Nickelback room. I'd seen her during my set on 
the side stage, standing with Chad, but | couldn't help spotting her first. She was wearing a white button down 
shirt which kind of glowed under the blue florescents. Standing next to her in the hall | could see it was 
unbuttoned halfway down her torso, an elaborate turqoise necklace hanging in between her knockers. 

Its called a squash blossom," she said when she noticed me staring. 

"Pretty." | stuck a cigarette in my mouth, and then mumbled, "The necklace is alright too." 


She lightly chuckled, and then nudged my arm. "You sure smoke a lot” 


"Well, it's one of the few legal vices | have." | flicked my lighter shut and shoved it into my front jean pocket. 
"What's the Kroeger doin’? Still in the shower?" 


"No, he's doing the meet and greet stuff with the rest of the band. | decided to duck out" 

| leaned up against the wall and crossed my arms over my chest. "I can't say that | blame you." 

We stared at each other for awhile. | still had that sense that she was trying to figure me out, either that or 
she was hot for me. Could have been both, though. | mean, | am irresistable. Men, women, children, the elderly, 
even animals love me. It's a curse, | know. 

"We should go ahead to the hotel. Chad could be schmoozing for hours." 

Shilah softly smiled. "Oh, | don't think that's a good idea" 

"Why not?" 

"Well, you know Chad... 

"Yeah, | do know Chad. And I'd like to know you." 

"Are you hitting on me?" 

"Maybe." 


Shilah's eyebrows rose. "Oh, | didn't realize you liked.uh.women 


| took a hit off my cigarette. "Are you kidding me? | love women. | just so happens to like other things too." 


"So, you're bisexual" 

"| like to think of it as all-sexual. | don't buy anything," 

Shilah laughed, bashfully shielding her eyes with her hand. "Jerry, you are so funny." 
"Yeah, l'm a barrel of fucking laughs." 


That's when the Nickelback room door swung open, and Chad came sauntering through. He hooked his arms 


over both our shoulders, pushing us towards the exit. "Okay, guys, let's blow this Popsicle stand." 


"| got something else you can blow," | remarked, eliciting chuckles from the rest of my team. 


Well, as nice as the hotels were that Chad stayed at, this one was much, much nicer. It was actually a suite 
on the top floor of the Omni. He went all out for Shilah. It was full of flowers and champagne on ice, puffy 
throw pillows and dim, orange lamplight. In the back | could see a jacuzzi tub surrounded by candles, already 
full of water, with rose petals floating on the surface. Shit, he didn't leave one stone unturned. Shilah walked in 
like she saw this kind of luxury every day. 

"So, who's ready for a drink?" she asked, holding a dripping bottle of Crystal up out of its tub. 

"Here, let me do that." 


Chad walked over to her as | took my jacket off and sunk into the sofa. | watched him struggle with the cork, 


and after several minutes of cursing there was a ‘pop’ 
"Jerr, you want a glass?" 

"Sure, shoot me one” 

He filled a glass goblet up to the rim and handed it to Shilah. "Baby, take that to him, would ya?" 
"Certainly" 


And then | watched her walk towards me, that same shy smile she'd been giving me all night poised on her lips. 


As | took it from her, our hands touched. 


"Thanks." 


We locked stares as | drank the first inch of champagne out of the glass, and then Chad called her over. "Shi, 


this one's for you.” 


Her hips had a slow roll in them as she walked away, legs long, lean, swelling into a heart-shaped ass. Chad had 


definitely hit jackpot when he scored her. She was a thoroughbred, no doubt about that. 


"So, let's make a toast." Chad smiled, raising his glass. "To friendship," he said, looking dead straight at me, "and 
all the benefits that it comes with." 


"Here, here," | replied, shifting my eyes to Shilah when he bent his head to take his drink "Here, here." 
"Cheers." 

After finishing her sip, Chad poured the empty portion of her glass full again and then came to do the same 
for me. Shilah sat down beside me and we watched Chad flit around the room, every so often gulping down a 
large portion of champagne. He seemed nervous. His breathing was heavy and his eyes wouldn't rest in one 
spot too long. All of a sudden his eyes stopped at Shilah. 

"Are you sure you're all right with this?" 

"We talked about this already, baby. It's fine." 

"You're positive?" 

She giggled. "Yes." 

Then he looked at me and set his glass down on the bureau behind him. | figured that was my cue to get 
things going; so | rose from my seat and walked to him. Chad cupped both his hands over my ears and planted 
his lips on mine. He was rigid, his shoulders, his hands, his lips, his tongue. | could hear the tension in his 


breathing. 


"Hey, man," | whispered, pulling back. "We don't need to rush. There's no reason to do anything you're not 
comfortable with." 


‘lm okay." And then he kissed me again, a little softer, a little less freaked out. He smiled when we broke apart 


this time. 
"What about her?" | asked, motioning with my eyes to Shilah, still on the couch behind me. 
"She wants to watch." 


| turned to look over my shoulder. "Just watch?" 


Shilah's large, dark eyes glimmered with the light of a nearby candle. She had her shoes kicked off to the floor 
in front of her, her knees drawn up to her chest. After pushing a black ribbon of hair behind her ear, she 
nodded. 

"Who's the bath for, then?" 


"Um." Chad turned to look towards the bathroom. "I don't know. Whoever wants it, | guess." 


| began unbuttoning my shirt. "Well then I'm taking it. I'm not letting it go to waste." | turned, walking backwards 
to face Shilah and Chad. "It'll take three people easily.” 


| stripped down, letting my clothes and boots fall where they may. Chad wasn't too far behind me as | stepped 
into the tub. The water was still hot. Steam rose up in thin clouds as | watched him strip down. My eyes 
shifted to Shilah, still in her knotted position on the couch. 


"Man, this feels good" | exaggerated a pleasurable sigh as | sunk into the tub. My right eye eased open, still 
checking the view of the couch. Yep, she was still there. 


"Wow," Chad exclaimed, taking a seat beside me. "This must be one of those tubs that radiates heat to keep 
the water warm. This is great." 


"Yep, fancy, isn't it?" | pointed to Shilah. "Hey, sweetheart, | left my champagne on the coffee table. Would you 


mind bringing it to me?" 
She eased to her feet, scooped my goblet up into her right hand, still carrying hers in her left. As she passed 
the bureau, she got Chad's too. | heard the glasses clink when they knocked together, then a pitter pat as her 


naked feet stepped over the marble bathroom floor, coming towards us. 


| smiled, taking my glass from her. "Well, now that you're here..." | licked my lips, running my eyes up and down 


her body. 

"No," Chad whispered. "Just you and me" 

"Well, then why the hell is she here?" 

"Because | was curious," Shilah answered 

Chad added, "And | didn't want this to be some ugly secret | kept hidden from her. No skeletons. No lies" 


It was quiet for a moment, and then | thought to give it one more shot. "Are you sure you don't want to join 
us?" 


Shilah's eyes jumped from mine to Chad's, to mine again. Then she set her glass by the sink and began 


unbuttoning her shirt. 

"All right." | chuckled. 

"Promise you'll stay on your side of the tub." She smiled. 

"Whatever you want, Pocahontas." 

| slid towards Chad, who hung his arm over my shoulder. His goatee scraped my skin as he leaned into mouth 
my neck. Without blinking, | watched Shilah shed each layer of clothing before me; shirt, jeans, panties. Carefully 
she removed the large necklace and set it on the vanity. 

"Hey, | thought you said you were Navajo." 

Her eyes widened as she came towards me. “| am. 


"Then why do you have a Mohawk?" 


Again, she gave me the perplexed look. | pointed to the little black landing strip of hair between her legs. She 
looked down and then smiled, rolling her eyes. 


"Jerry, you are so silly." 


Chad's hand slid between my thighs as she stepped into the tub across from me. She casually sipped on her 
champagne and eased back against the tub's railing. 


"Just watch, huh?" 

She nodded 

"That's a pity." 

Chad gruffed against my neck "Jerry, enough already.” 


"Okay." | groaned lazily, slowly closing my eyes as Chad's hands slid all over my body. Just before my eyelids 


snapped shut, | noticed Shilah across the way from me. Her lips were pulling into a satisfied smile. 


~tłbe~ 


She Was My Girl 


Author's Notes: 
Shilah\'s POV 


~/S/~ 


For a moment, | was scared. Scared of exactly what, | didn't know, but you have to put it into the context of 
my situation. There | was, watching my lover of nine months, my boyfriend, the mon | loved, taking another 

person into his arms. And not just any person, another man. | didn't know whether to be jealous or turned on, 
or even sickened. | felt like | was standing on the very edge of a cliff, the portion of the amusement park ride 
where the controllers let you sit and worry, hovering at the highest peak, watching and waiting..waiting..waiting 


for your belly to jump into your throat. 


With Jerry's long flowing hair, it was almost easy to believe him another woman. Even as he spoke, his soft, 
quiet voice would make you look twice. It was the colorful tattoos painted along his thin, splindly appendages 
that kept me planted. Not that women don't get tattoos, or even big colorful ones such as Jerry's, but that 
was what made him look masculine to me, that and the erect penis that kept bobbing up out of the water, 
looking something like a flesh periscope. 


"We're going to bust our asses if we try to do it in here," he huffed. 

"Yeah, you're right" 

The shifting of their bodies created a riptide, sloshing me up against the side of the tub as they got out. | 
couldn't help but smile at their twin, winking, ass cheeks and Jerry's bowed legs as they walked into the 
bedroom. Neither one of them bothered to dry off and their skin was glistening wet, peach. The sight of them 
made my mouth water. 

"You coming, Pocahontas?" 

| wrapped myself with a towel and padded my way to the couch. Jerry and Chad were already a tangle of 
arms, legs, and blonde hair on the bed when | sat down. | could hear the sound of their mouths, of their slurpy 
wet kisses, and the huffs of air shooting out from between them. Chad's hand lowered and grabbed Jerry's 
penis, making him hiss in response. It was replaced by a throaty, rolling laugh when Chad pinned his arms over 
his head. 

"What the fuck are you doing, Chad? Showing off for your girlfriend?" 


He didn't answer, just continued smiling and breathing hard. 


"Big, bad ass, Chad" Then he pushed against him with all his might. "Oh, no, you don't” 


They rolled back and forth, laughing. At one point, it looked like Jerry stopped to catch his breath, and that's 
when Chad got him turned on to his stomach. 


"God damn, | need to fucking quit smoking." 

Chad pressed his pelvis against Jerry's ass and laughed. "I got something you can smoke." 

"Ahh, yeah, but if you want to get in here, you gotta smoke mine." 

They both laughed, and then it faded into a strained silence, nothing but their mutual heavy breathing hanging 
in the room. Chad gently laid his mouth on Jerry's shoulder, and | spotted a break of pink where his tongue 
snuck out for a lick Jerry's head lay sideways on the pillow. Two slender denim eyes peered at me. 

"Is this making you hot, Pocahontas? Do you like what you see?" 


| swallowed down a knot in my throat. "Yes." 


Chad's face turned to me then too, and a slight smile eased up the sides of his goatee. "| love you," he said, 


and | didn't know who it was meant for, me or Jerry. 


Jerry closed his eyes and wedged his hand underneath his pelvis. His buttocks pivoted, rubbing against Chad's 
abdomen Chad clutched Jerry's hips, pressing his forehead into his back. 


"Fucking do it, man," Jerry huffed. "Get inside me, fuck, like now." 

Chad leaned up, looking left, then right. "I don't see..." 

Jerry's eyes opened. "Fuck. Don't tell me-" 

"This is the first time I've set foot in the room, Jerr. | don't know where my assistant puts everything 
"What's wrong?" | asked. 

"Baby," Chad said softly, "do you have any lotion..oil.." 

| saw something on the vanity- 

The heels of his feet thumped against the floor as Chad got off the bed and tore into the bathroom. Jerry 


rolled over to his side. | couldn't help looking at his curving, slender body; the blue, and red of his tattoos; his 
penis, half hard, half soft, bending to lay on the bed. He propped up on his elbow, pushing his hair past his 


shoulder with a whisk of his hand. 
"Beautiful," | whispered. 
| hoped he hadn't heard me, but then he said, "So are you." 


Chad returned, stomping across the room. He was looking at something in his hands. "I hope baby oil will work" 


"Not really, but itll have to." As Chad fiddled with the bottle, Jerry rolled to his back, still looking at me. He 
patted the bed beside him. "C'mere." 


Chad looked up, scowling. "Jerr-" 


‘Its a fucking king-size bed, Chad. | won't touch her." His eyes turned to me again "C'mon, Pocahontas, come 


see the show close up." 
My voice came out quiet. "No, | shouldn’t-" 
"Come oooonn" 


"No. 


"Then if you're going to stay you're going to have to take that towel off. | mean, it's only fair that we should 
all be in the buff, right?" 


It was a simple enough request, considering what he was about to do before me. A smile broadened his lips as 
| unfolded the towel and exposed my nakedness. That's when Chad pushed him down flat, grabbed him by the 
backs of his knees and spread his legs. Jerry's head rolled to the side again 

"C'mere." 

"No." 

Chad fiddled around between their hips, and | saw Jerry's mouth fall open with a gasp. His eyes clenched shut. 
Then all | could see was Chad's back as he bent over him, his hips pivoting back and forth, grinding away. 
Jerry's arms canted out to the side, the hand closest to me beckoning. 

"Ugh fuck, come here." 


"Jerry, shut up." 


From where | was sitting, it looked like Chad was having sex with a woman. Honestly, if I'd walked in at this 
very moment, that's what | would have thought, and even though | knew it was Jerry, | was still a little 


jealous. Only, | had to figure out if it was Jerry | was jealous of..or Chad. 


‘C'mere." His voice was sleepy, drugged, sounding like sand sifting through a metal colander. The hand curled and 
flattened, and then curled again. "Shilaaah." 


| stood up then, leaving the towel still draped on the couch behind me. Step. Step. Step. The full view of Jerry 


came into my line of vision.and where Chad was churning into him. | couldn't take my eyes off it. 
"Shilah?" Chad hutfed. 


He put his hand on the back of my neck and brought my lips to his. He shoved his tongue in my mouth. With 
my eyes closed, | felt hands on me; I'm not sure how many, they were clutching my arms, my waist, one 


stroked my hip and slid between my thighs. 

"Lay down," someone said..Jerry. 

His arms gently guided me into sitting and then leaning backwards, my back against his chest. | kept my head 
tilted up as | watched Chad in front of us. He grabbed my ankle and fanned it in front of him so | was laying 
completely on top of Jerry. Just like Jerry, legs spread. Chad between my hips, between Jerry's hips. My head 
dropped back as Jerry eased my arms out to the side. His hands ran up and down my body. Over my breasts. 
Grasping my neck. Skimming my tummy. Between my legs. 

"Jerry," Chad mumbled. "Don't" 

‘Oh god, yeah." 

Our bodies shifted together with each punch of Chad's hips. | could hear the suck in of Jerry's breaths right 
beside my ear. Smell him. Like stale whiskey, cigarette smoke, the roses from the bath. His hand moved around, 
and then the pad of a finger brushed over me, causing me to arch my back. 

"Uuuuuhhh." 

"Oh god, you're so wet" He slipped a finger inside. "Now that's what | love about women, that right there." 
Chad. "Stop, Jerry." 

| want you," he whispered, his lips caressing the ridges of my ear. "Yes or no?" 

| opened my eyes to see Chad standing over us. His thick brow was pulled in, creases and lines scowled into his 
forehead. The way he looked scared me, but amazingly, | found enough voice in my gut to speak. It was barely 


enough to be called a whisper. 


"If you can.why cant |?" 


He looked down to see Jerry's cock sliding along the path of my sex. The head butted against me, hesitating to 


enter. 
"Fine, Shilah, if you want it, | won't stop you." 
And that's when Jerry shot into me like a burning arrow, and | gasped for air. 


"Oh god" | had no idea who said that. The voice was thick and rough, like Chad's, but it came from where Jerry 


was. Hell, it could've even been me. 


Chad's mouth dropped open, and he bent in to lay his head on my breast. His face was already moist from 


sweat. Jerry's arms scooped under mine and stroked his shoulders. 
"That a boy," came the whisper beside my ear. "That's right, yeah, fuck me. Fuck us." 


Then Chad yelped out a high yet gutteral cry. He slumped and clutched the melded form of me and Jerry 


beneath him. His lips brushed over my stomach. "I love you." 

"| love you too." 

"| love you three," Jerry added before erupting into a thin, staccato laugh. "Oh man, this is fucking great." 
With a huff, Chad pushed up off us and walked to the bathroom. His shoulders were curled in, his arms raised 
to push his hands through his hair. | could see the pain in his expression, the disappointment he felt for me. | 
tried to follow him with my eyes, but | couldn't turn my head that far. 

"Don't worry about him." 

"| shouldn't have done this." 


"Ah fuck, Shilah, it's like you said, if he can, why can't you?" 


| felt Jerry slip out and roll from under me. With a few bounces of the bed he was poised, propped up on his 
hands, his palomino hair hanging loosely down around his face. 


"Do you still want me?" 
| didn't want to say it. | knew | shouldn't say it. But | did anyway. 
"Yes." 


And with a smile, he entered me again. 
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A ray of sunlight shining through the balcony doors heated my shoulder. It heated me all the way down my 
back, over my ass, down my legs. In front | was heated too..curled up against a warm body. Shilah's. 

| could hear Chad in the bathroom. He was doing the singer's morning ritual: hocking up pflegm from his throat 
and spitting it into the toilet. Hey, | know it sounds gross, but it's a reality. The constant, eratic changing of 
climate, little to no sleep, smoke, drink, all these things do wicked stuff to your lungs and nasal passages. The 
other option is to let it settle so you can get a respiratory infection, or worse yet, pneumonia. 

"God, | hate it when he does that," Shilah whispered 

| didn't answer. | snuggled my nose up to her ear instead. "Good morning.” 

"Morning." 

"Good luck trying to walk today." 

She chuckled. "Yeah, you too." 

"But hey, we're still alive. Count us lucky for that" 

"Yep." 


“Although | doubt it will last long." | pressed my awakening cock against her ass. "Hey, let's do it again before 
your boyfriend comes out and puts me in an early grave." 


eee 
"What do you think he'll cut off first? My dick?" 

Shilah's body shook with restrained laughter. "Oh god, | hope not. Cut off anything but that" 
"| know..you really liked it, didn't you?" 

OR 

"Screaming so loud" 


“Shhhhhhhh." 


The bathroom door swung open, and snap, there was Chad standing over us. "You guys going to lay in bed all 


day?" he asked, tossing a towel over a nearby chair. 

| could already tell by the tone of his voice that he was still pissed. | figured he would be. It probably didn't 
help that | was snuggled up tight with his woman, in the bed he paid for. | thought I'd have fun with it and 
snuggle up tighter. "Uh, yeah. | think we will” 

"Fucker," he hissed, kicking the bed. "Get up." 


To save everyone a bunch of drama, | did. Besides, | knew it was only a matter of time before he kicked me 


out anyway. | started getting dressed in a hurry. 


"You should get a shower," he grumbled sitting down on the bed by Shilah. As he pushed his foot into a 
motorcycle boot, he added, "You smell like fuck" 


Eyeing me, she slithered around him and went into the bathroom. When he looked my way, | knew some shit 


was about to go down 


"You..." He hesitated like he was so fucking angry that itd taken over his brain, and he couldn't form words 


anymore. "| can't..believe..." 

| know, man. I'm sorry." 

"Dont" Chad got up to stand eye to eye with me. "Don't say a fucking thing." 
| smiled. "A fucking thing." 

"God! Damn!" 


He turned his back to me, but I'm not dumb. | watched his right hand grab the vase off the bureau next to 


him. | ducked as he turned around. 

"You fucking bastard!" It crashed against the wall behind me. 
"Chad, calm down!" 

"You mother fucker!" 

"Chad!" came Shilah's voice from behind us. "What are you doing?" 


He spun on his heels, pointing at her. "Just get your ass in the shower and wash his come off you before it 


makes me sick." 


| drew my arm out towards him. "Chad-" 

"Shut up!! Just shut up before | knock you into next year!" 

| brushed a hand over my face, sighing. “All right. Just don't be mad at her. This is all my fault" 

"You're right! It is! Now go before | give you that ass whooping you were begging me for!" 

"Whatever you say, Chad" 

For a moment, | thought to stay right where | was, in fear that he might physically attack Shilah, but then | 
remembered ‘Never Again’ and how | connected to that song, seeing my own mother slapped down before my 
eyes. | knew he wouldn't do that: 

"All right, I'm going.” 

| grabbed my jacket off the couch and walked out the door. 


“the 


Owned 


Author's Notes: 
Sorry, | have a thing with pickles. You\'ll see. 
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Well, | guess you could say | made quick work of Chad's relationship..with Shilah, and with me. After | left the 
hotel room that morning, he didn't once come for me. He didn't call. He didn't send word through his assistant. 
Nothing. I'd asked Peake over a sandwhich in the catering room if Shilah had gone back to LA, and he confirmed 
that she'd left right after the show in Dallas. That was over a week ago. 

"You guys get into some fight, or something?" 

He squinted his eyes at me, tilting his head. He looked like a confused squirrel. | don't know what it was about 
squirrels that made my dick hard.maybe it was because Ryan looked like one, but they hadn't done it up until 
that moment. Fuck, now | wanted to fuck squirrels? What the fuck was wrong with me? 

"You could say that." 

Ryan did his soft, fuzzy, fur-covered squirrel laugh. Shit, | don't know why he made me think of that. 

"You weren't dumb enough to hit on Shilah, were you?" 

| took a bite off my sandwhich and shook my head. "Ugh ugh." 

Ryan lifted an eyebrow, pulling his lips into a thin-lined grin. "Are you sure?" 


"Fuck, | don't hit on a dude's girlfriend. That's like..being a huge asshole." 


Shit, could you imagine what Ryan would think if | told him | actually FUCKED Chad's girl.IN FRONT OF HIM? 


Now how's that for being an asshole? 


"Well, Chad might have thought you did, or something. He's very sensitive about those kind of things. He has 
been, like, super quiet since Shilah left." 


| rubbed the top of my head, wincing. It hurt where my Devil horns were poking out of my skull. "So, have 
they been talking on the phone or anything?" 


"Not a whole lot. | was thinking he was mad at her, so | figured what ever you did, she must have unwittingly 


encouraged it." 
"Mmmm, | don't think so." 


| took another bite of my sandwhich. As | chewed, | could recall the look on Chad's face when she did the ole "If 
you can, why can't |?" thing. Yeah. You can't really say "Because only | can, damn it!" Well, you can, but that 
shit doesn't fly with women, does it? Hell, does it fly with anyone? 


Just then | heard the sound of a heavy door falling shut, and | noticed Chad walking from the corner of the 
room to the catering table. He was very careful not to turn his head my way. | knew he knew | was there, 


though. It's not like he could miss me. 
"Hey!" 


Ryan stuck his hand up, trying to wave Chad over, but he wasn't biting. He just took his plate in hand and went 
out the door on the other side, his bell bottomed gazelle legs moving in double time . 


Ryan turned to me. "Oh man, you must have really pissed him off, dude." 
"| guess so." | dropped my sandwhich, it falling to the plate with a thud. "Well, fuck that. I'm tired of this shit” 


| got up from the table and broke into a soft jog across the catering room. My boots echoed loudly in the 
near empty room. When | got out into the hall | could see Chad at the far end of it. | thought to call his name, 
but if he did what | did that first day, he'd just walk faster to get away. Instead | decided to jump into a full 
out sprint. Unfortunately, running in cowboy boots is not a quiet activity. He heard me coming and swung 
around right before he was in arm's reach. | think he meant to dodge out of the way, but that was the way | 


was headed and we slammed dead on into each other. 

"Fuck!" 

Not only were we on the floor, so was all of Chad's food plate.which was a scramble of barbecued brisket, a 
crumpled bag of chips, a can of soda that was rolling across the floor fizzing out everywhere and a very, 
very large pickle. 


| grabbed it. "Heh, a pickle. | got your pickle right here.” 


Chad leaned over me, reaching for it. After he yanked it out of my hand, he pulled on the waist band of my 


jeans and shoved it down my pants. 
"Hey!" 


"Fuck yourself with it, Jerry." 


Chad got up and almost slipped on a piece of meat, but caught himself, using the wall for a brace. 
As he walked down the hall away from me, | called out, "ls that a request?" 


That stopped him right in his tracks. He poised his hands on his hips and tilted his head to the floor. After a 
bit he slowly turned around, that same pouty boy, thick lipped look of his blaring at me. 


"| don't have any doubt in my mind that you'd do it, Jerr." 


| got up and began walking towards him, the pickle still sticking out of the waistband of my pants. "Of course | 
would.if itd make you happy again." 


When | got nose to nose with him | smiled. He did not. | kept smiling anyways, hoping to break him down. 
"Do you want me to? | will” | began undoing my jeans, holding the pickle out. "Will you take this for me?" 


Chad grabbed it, still with the fucking thick lipped pout. Shit. When | got my jeans almost over my hips, | 
stopped. 


"You're not really going to make me fuck myself with a pickle here, are you? Can't we save this for after the 


show?" 
Blink. Blink. Damn, the dude was not breaking. Fuck. 


"What is it with you, and food, and my ass anyways? First limes. Now pickles. Have you noticed that they're all 


green?" 

| was thinking we could try a watermelon next" 

My eyes widened before | burst out into a laugh. Chad fell into it with me not long afterwards. 
"You fucker," | laughed, pushing him. "You are not fucking me with a watermelon 

His laugh slowed and quietted into silence. His smile faded into a relaxed line. 

"Look, man, I'm sorry about the other night," | said, looking shamefully away. 


After all, | should be ashamed, right? | mean, what would | have done if the tables had been reversed and it 
was Courtney in place of Shilah? | would have fucking killed him. 


"| guess | brought it on, bringing her in on this, right?" 


"Yeah. Well, no, you didn't. | just saw an opportunity, and | did what | always do when | see something | want.. 


took it" 

His eyes narrowed at me. "Yep." 

| pursed my lips and exhaled loudly through them. "There's nothing like the truth, is there?" 
"No, there isn't." 


Fuck, here | was trying to make headway, and with each thing | said, | was taking a step back. Maybe | should 
have just kept my fucking mouth shut. 


Chad pushed a hand through the crown of his hair and sighed. "Look, I've got some people coming in from the 
radio station with some contest winners or something like that, a charity, | think. | got to get back into the 
green room. We'll talk about this after the show, yeah?" 

| poked my tongue into the side of my cheek and nodded. "Okay." 


Then with a smile, Chad stuck the pickle in his mouth and bit off a chunk. | could hear it crunching in his 


mouth as he walked away. 

‘Mmmm, tasty.” 
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There's a certain smile | use when | go on auto pilot. Its not my standard big toothy grin, more like a softened 
version of that. Mike knew this smile. He had his own version of it too. Together we smiled our auto pilot 
smiles as we greeted contest winners and signed autographs. We still smiled it with each photo we posed for 
with fans. Then our manager herded everyone out with the excuse of us needing to get ready for the show. 
After the dream-like phase of people rushing around us stopped, Mike clutched me hard around my bicep, his 
fingers digging into my flesh. 


"What's going on with you and Cantrell?" he asked in his disapproving, big brother voice. His brow was pulled in, 


giving me the traditional, accompanying look. 
| shrugged out of his grasp. "Nothing. Why are you asking?" 


"You haven't been acting yourself lately. Quiet. | figured since you guys quit hanging, that it had something to 
do with him" 


"Nothing's going on, man." 


"| don't want to see you get hurt. Or maybe you already have." 


| narrowed my eyes at him and | wondered if he knew... 
"Yeah, | know." 
| fained innocence. "Know what?" 


Mike took a deep breath and looked away. "You know Chief has a habit of putting me in the room next to 


yours." 
"Oh fuck" | chuckled, closed my eyes and shook my head. "Which night?" 
"Pretty much all of them." 


| huffed out a breath and looked to my feet. | stuck my hands down into my pockets and turned my head 


away. 
"Look, Im not a f=" 

"| know that. | know its just him" He leaned closer. "It is just him, right?" 

| nodded. "Don't tell anyone" 

"No. Why would | do that? Like | want anyone thinking my brother's a fag’ 
"Shut up. Don't fuckin'—" 


"What?" Mike asked, leaning closer. "That's what it is, right? You two are fucking each other. That's what sent 
Shilah out of here on that fast plane back to LA; am | right?" 


"No, | sent her home." 
Mike's eyes widened. "You broke up with Shilah, for this..this guy?" 
"No. That's not it. We didn't break up. We just.just.." | moistened my lips. "Had an argument." 


Mike started this little huffy laugh. "This is fucking insane. You and Shilah had an argument?" His brow pulled in. 
"Over what? The fact that you're fucking another man?" 


"No!" | looked around the room and quietted down. "We got into an argument because she fucked him. Okay? 
Are you happy now?" 


Mike got that ‘oh have you gotten yourself into quite the fucking pickle’ look. | know that look, it's the same 


one he's given me my whole damn life. "She's fucking him too?" 


"No." | closed my eyes and shook my head again. | poised my palms up in front of my chest. "Look, | know what 
it sounds like--" 


"Do you? Because it sounds like a fucking fuck fest is going on You let Cantrell fuck your woman?" 


"No, it just happened. It's not like | patted him on the back and said, here, have at it. We were all together and 
it just sort of.sort of happened." 


Mike looked at me, dead pan. "Uh huh." 

"Look, | don't need to explain anything to you. lim a grown man. | know what l'm doing." 
"Sure. Sounds like it" 

| narrowed my eyes. "Fuck you." 


"Well, | guess that would be the next sick thing on your agenda, right? Homosexual incest? Next thing you know 
itll be farm animals." Mocking shock, he patted his hand on his chest. "Not the dog, Chad! Not FiFi!" 


| pushed him. "Fuck off!" 

"ll have to watch you around the little Muscular Dystrophy kids, you fucking sicko." 

Pursing my face up, | muttered, "Are you having fun? Are you done yet?" 

"Man" Mike squinted his eyes and shook his head. Then he looked back at me very seriously. "Is it good?" 
"What?" | knew what he was talking about, but | still wanted to divert the question. "What, the MD kids? Eh, 
they're alright. Its hard to get them out of their wheel chairs, though, and they won't stay still for very 
long." 

"Dude, seriously.” He lifted his chin at me. "You like it?" 

| looked at my boots. "Yeah." 

"Oh fuck. So, you like him, huh?" 

Pursing my lips, | nodded. | couldn't bring myself to look him in the eye. 


"Are you like his boyfriend or something?" 


"| don't know." 


Just then the door popped open and in walked Peake and Nik, with Jerry in tow. 

"There he is," Mike stated. "My brother's homosexual lover." 

| let a heavy sigh. "Shut. Up." 

"You guys aren't going to kiss are you?" 

"Mike, | swear to god, if you don't shut the fuck-" 

"Okay, okay. I'll stop." He shook his head again. "| guess if you squint real hard he kind of looks like a chick" He 
screwed his eyes, jutting his chin out. Then he straightened up. "Nah, not really. It's all that..that.cock. | don't 
get it" 
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Ever walk into a room and realize you just interrupted a conversation about you? Its kind of awkward, 
Uncomfortable to say the least. When | looked at Mike and Chad, they looked at me like, "ah, yeah, there's the 
little slut, right there.” 

"What's going on, guys?" | smiled and knocked Mike's shoulder. 

He looked at me, his shoulder where | touched him, and stepped back. Then he looked at Chad. 

"Everything all right?" | asked. 

Chad smiled, laughing lightly. "Yeah." 

Mike looked from Chad to me, then to Chad again. Then he shook his head and walked away. 

"What was that all about?" 

"Nothing," Chad responded, looking around the room. "My brother's just being a fuckhead" 

"Mmmm." | nudged him with my elbow. "Sounds like something that runs in the family.” 

Chad laughed. 

It was good to hear him laugh. I'd actually missed the sound of it over the week.the sound of his scratchy 


saw blade voice, the heat of his breath on my ear, the scorch trail his goatee would leave on my back.. the 


feel of his dick inside me... 


"Are we going to hang out after the show?" | asked hopefully. "We still have this date with the pickle. 
"You have a date with the pickle, not me 

"Hey, | thought it was going to be a three-way" 

The smile faded from Chad's face. “I learned my lesson with three-ways 

| bit at my lower lip. Fuck, fuck, fuck Why did | have to say that? 

‘Look, man, | said | was sorry about all that" 

He brushed a hand over his face and sighed heavily. 


"Chad," | sifted through a laugh. "Like how many girls have you fucked over the course of this tour? And 
you're going to be mad at something me and Shilah did with your consent?" 


He narrowed his eyes at me like | was a fucking nutter. 


"Okay, okay, but its not like Shilah cheated on you. So, I'm trying to figure out just what exactly bothers you 
about it. That | fucked her or that she fucked me?" 


"The fact that you both fucked each other, Jerry." His face scrunched up and he brushed his hand over his 
forehead. "| guess it seems pretty immature of me, but is it so wrong for me to want both of you for 
myself?" 

"Yeah." 

He glared at me. "Well, fuck, Jerry, I'm sorry. But that's how | feel. Shilah is mine..mine alone..." He leaned in 
towards me. "And you're mine..and | don't want anyone else to have you. That's how | feel. Can you understand 
that?" 

| stretched my eyelids and pursed my lips, nodding. "But that's not fair to anyone else." 


"For some reason, | don't give a flying fuck what's fair.” 


"So, what if | said the same to you?" | asked. "What if | told you | wanted you to break up with Shilah and only 


see me? Would you do it?" 
His eyes widened. "Is that what you want?" 


| tried very nonchalantly to pull my pack of cigarettes from my shirt pocket but they fell to the floor. As | 
bent down to pick them up, | put one in my mouth and dug in my jean pocket for my lighter. Through pursed 


lips | mumbled, "No." 
| could see Chad's breathing quicken, a look of confusion washing his face. "You don't?" 
| shook my head and bent my neck, leaning to get my cigarette lit. Once it caught | lowered it from my mouth 


and tilted my head to blow the smoke over Chad's head. "I don't need to own anybody. | don't want to be 


owned." 

"Want to own me..own Shilah. You can't own us, Chad. That's not loving someone." 

He looked down and scuffed his boot against the carpet. Without looking up, he asked, "Do you love me?" 

"| might" 

His eyes moved up, peering at me under his thick brow. "You might?" 

"A little, maybe." 

He smiled and laughed lightly. He crossed his arms over his chest and looked at me. 

"But what does that mean?" | asked. "What does it matter? It's not like you and | are going to settle down in 
San Fran and hang out with the other gay couples, Chad. One day you're going to want to have a wife and kids. 
What will this fling you and | are having going to matter then?" 

"Fling?" 

"Well, what is it, then?" 

"People don't do these things long term? Committed?" 

| leaned forward into his face. "Are you gay? Are you going to give up women for me?" 

Chad's brow furrowed. | could see the wheels spinning behind his eyes. 

‘Im not giving up women for you, Chad. | plan on punching pussy until | die. And even then, | don't understand 
why loving someone means you have to put limitations on them. That's the whole problem with-" | brought my 
hands up in quoties. "being in love. Everybody wants to tell you that you have to stop all this other stuff if 


you love them. That's bull shit. Being loved is like being in prison" 


As | brought my cigarette to my lips, Chad asked, "You don't ever want someone to want only you?" 


Blowing out a stream of smoke, | shook my head. "If they want me, that's good enough." 
"That's sad, Jerry. That's really fucking sad." 

"Why?" 

"You'd settle for just being someone in someone else's life..not THE person in someone's life?" 


"| don't have that kind of insecurity issue. | don't need someone else to make me feel important. I'm not like 


you, Chad." 
"No, you're just scared." 


‘lm not scared of nothing. You're the one who needs to make demands to have love proven to you. What is 


love anyways, except for me telling you | love you? I'd fuck you whether | loved you or not.” 
He huffed, twisted his jaw to the side, and shook his head. 
"That's what this is, Chad.two men who like to fuck each other. That's it." 


| turned to walk away, but he looped my neck with his arm. There was that hot breath in my ear, whiskers 


scraping my skin. "No, it's more..because | love you, Jerr. | do and | can't do a fucking thing about it." 
My eyes scanned the room. Ryan.Mike.Nik.. They were all watching. 
"They know," he whispered. "Well, not Nik, but I'm sure he's just figured it out" 


| turned around, bumping my nose into his. Then | grabbed a fistful of hair at the back of his head and 
slammed my mouth on his, shoving my tongue down his throat. | felt him stiffen.his body, not his dick, and try 
to push me away. After a moment | let it happen. | stepped back and he wiped the back of his hand over his 
mouth. He eyed me angrily. 


"What the hell are you doing?" 

"Right." | smiled. "Sure you love me, Chad." 

This time he didn't grab me as | turned to leave. The rest of the guys stared at me until my eyes met theirs 
and then they quickly looked away. It was complete silence until | stepped out into the hall and the door fell 
shut behind me. Now that was a lonely feeling.that was worse than a dick being pulled out of you. It fucking 


sucked, 


| got halfway down the hall when | heard the sound of a door slamming shut again. Let me guess... 


"Jerry!" 
| kept walking. All this was fucking deja vu. Him calling me. Me walking away. 
"Jerry!" 


The thuds of his boots slapping the linoleum echoed around me in the hall. The sounds grew in volume and 


pace. Suddenly they were right behind me. | didn't turn around 
"| love you," he said. "What do you want me to do? How do | prove it to you?" 
"You dont have to prove anything to me. That's your game, not mine. 

"| want to make you happy. like you make me. How do | do it?" 

| stopped walking and thought about it. What would make me happy? "I don't know." 


He stepped up behind me. This time he wrapped his arms around me tight. | heard his breath huffing in my 
ear. "Ill do anything you want..anything.” 


| felt tiny wrapped in his arms. | didn't like that feeling. | pushed him off me. That's when he stepped around to 
get in my face. His eyes looked so blue..the whites of his eyes now red. He looked like he'd been hitting a bong. 


"What do | do, Jerry?" 


the 


Hurt A Long Time 
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He didn't answer me. He just kept staring at me.staring right through me. 
Jerry?" 

He moistened his lips. "| don't know. | don't have an answer." 


| scanned the hallway. | shouldn't have, but | did. When | saw no one was there, | took hold of his hand in mine. 


My eyes met his. 
"Its more than sex to me." 
"| know." 


‘lm sorry. | need more from you. | just need." What exactly did | need? | thought about it for a minute. "| 


need you to need me." 

Jerry looked past me again. His voice was flat. "I do." 

"So you love me?" 

Still, his eyes didn't meet mine. They softly blinked, and then he nodded. 

Cupping my hands over his ears, | drew his face to mine. | kissed him then, kissed him long, hard, and wet. Our 
lips made slurpy, sloppy sounds as they slid over each other. We broke apart to get some air, both of us 
breathless. 

"Stay with me tonight," | whispered. 


He whispered in return, "I will." 


| smiled at him. Inside | was screaming "Goall" 


Flash forward. Concert. Back stage. Hotel room. 


| slid my card through the reader and popped open the door. | smiled when | saw Jerry's leather jacket laying 


on the bed, his duffel on the floor next to it. That's when | noticed his brown suede rough-out boots, first the 
left, then the right a few paces ahead of it. A pair of faded denim jeans, one leq crumpled, the other sprawled 
out like it was trying to run away. A black western button down shirt laying in a flat semi-circle. All his things 
made a trail into the bathroom. | heard the shower running. 

"Jerr-reee," | called out in my sing-song voice. "Jerr-reee." 

| went into the bathroom and sat, fully-clothed on the toilet. | watched his form move in a distorted brown 
and gold image through the shower's glassed enclosure. His head was leaned back, the water running over it 
and down his body. 


"Need someone to scrub your back?" 


His form straightened, elongated and then two eyes popped up over the glass door. His voice was muffled, but | 


heard him just fine. "You can scrub my ass, Chad. Would you like that?" Then he started laughing. 
"At your service." 


| got up and began stripping off my clothes. | hadn't even gotten one boot off before he bound out of the 


shower, dripping wet. 
"Heyl" | felt the water soak through my t-shirt as he wrapped himself around me. "Jerry!" | yelled. 


His mouth was all over me, his hands, his legs. Pretty soon | felt the water soak through my jeans, my socks, 


since | was standing in the puddle he was creating on the cold tile floor. 
"Jerry," | whispered through a smile. "Let me get my clothes off" 


He leaned back to yank my t-shirt over my head. His skin was cold as it brushed against mine. He lowered to 
his knees and began undoing my belt. 


"Dude, cut this shit off." he said, yanking the extra length of belt | liked draping from my waist 
Aes 

"What do you need it for? You could wrap this belt around you twice. 

"Maybe | need the extra length to whip your ass, Jerr.” 


He started laughing as he slid the denim down my thighs. "Don't tease me, man. You know | don't like to be 
teased." 


After | stepped out of my jeans | headed for the shower. | felt Jerry right up behind me, like some panting, 


over eager puppy. Man, that made me happy. He was happy. We were both happy. Man, | hoped it would last. 
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The water stung me, my skin no longer acclimated to it's heat after I'd been in the cold hotel air, trying to 
undress Chad. | closed my eyes and gave myself over to the needle spikes of shower drops. | tilted my head 
forward against the tiles, the water running through my hair and down my back. | felt Chad's hands glide over 
my skin. There was a bar of soap in one of them. It skated over my body, down my back, between my legs, 
between my ass cheeks, over my balls. With a loud ‘plunk' it fell to the tub and just his soaped up hand was on 
my cock, pulling it up and down, 

‘tll do anything you want kept echoing in my mind, ‘anything you want. My dick had a response to that. 

"| want to fuck you, Chad," squeezed out of my throat. | hadn't even meant to say it. Still it found its way out. 


It was quiet for awhile, just the hiss of water spraying from the showerhead. Then his voice was quiet and 
hoarse. "Okay." 


| looked over my shoulder at him. His eyes burned into me..with fear..with trust..with love. 

He repeated himself, "Okay, Jerry. Just tell me what to do." 

| turned around and cornered him against the far wall. My hands pinned him on either side of his head. All my 
moves were predator-like until | kissed him softly. | would be easy with him. This wasn't a game. | meant it 
this time, and | would do everything | possibly could to make sure it was good for him. 

"Relax," | whispered through kisses. "Don't be scared. | won't hurt you.” 

"Promise?" he huffed. 


"Yes." 


| kissed his neck, drawing the skin in between my teeth. | sucked it and bit. | knew | was marking him, but | 
didn't care. He wanted to own me. | was owning him. He groaned. 


"A little bit of pain is good," | whispered. "Without pain there is no pleasure." 
"That's not making me very confident, Jerr.” 
| know." | smiled. "I'm sorry." 


| bent down to trail my kisses down his chest. | circled one of his nipples with my tongue and flicked it. His 


hands went into my hair, drawing me closer. 


"Spread your legs," | whispered. 

| bent down to get the soap at our feet. | lathered him up, his chest, his cock, his balls, | slid one soapy hand 
between his legs and to his ass on the other side. God damn, he had a nice ass, tight, muscular, hairless. | ran 
my finger along the smooth path of his flesh. | could hear his breathing shallow and quicken. 

"Don't be scared." 

| stood up straight, my face right in front of his. | could tell he was trying to keep his emotions from his face, 
but it wasn't working. His eyes were widened, his mouth agape. | could feel the rush of air coming in and out of 
it. He closed his eyes and tilted his head back. 


"Reeelllaaaax" 


With one hand | pumped his cock. The other, still between his legs. | had my finger right on it. | twirled a litle 


circle and flicked at it, then | moved my finger forward to press externally on his prostate. 
"Oh god." 
"Don't cum," | whispered. "You better save it up for me." 


His eyes opened, and that's when | realized his hands were resting heavily on my shoulders. They traveled up 
into my hair and pulled me to him. When he pushed his tongue into my mouth, | pushed my finger into him. 


"Ah fuck," he huffed breaking away. "I don't like it. Get it out” 

"Just let go, Chad. Relax." 

"No, get it out" 

| stepped back. "How are you going to take my cock if you can't even take my finger?" 

He gritted his teeth, breathing through them. After a moment he said, "Okay, let's try it again" 

| stepped forward, brushing my chest against his, my cock against his cock. Our arms entangled, stretching up 
above our heads. We kissed and | could feel the tension in his mouth, his jaw. It was like trying to make out 
with a metal, spring, animal trap. 


"C'mon, you got to relax." 


"l'm trying" 


“Try harder." 

‘lm trying harder!" 

| laughed, leaning into him again. | wrapped my arms around him, putting one hand into his wet ringlets of hair, 
the other snaking down to his ass. My finger began messaging him again, no pressure at all, just a slow 
circular motion. 

"Concentrate on this. Now | know this feels good. You can't tell me it doesn't" 

"It does," he huffed, "it does, but you shoving your finger inside me doesn't feel like that." 


"If you'd let go, itd feel even better" 


| sank my teeth into his shoulder and sucked on his skin again, another mark | was going to leave behind. Before 


this was over, there wasn't going to be a section on his body that hadn't been marked in some way by me. 


| got to my knees, being careful not to bust my ass in the tub. The damn thing was slippery. | nipped my teeth 
over his thighs..so thick and muscle etched. The solidity of his flesh felt good in my hands, not flabby like 
parts of me. There was nothing about Chad that was soft, not one damn thing, well, not physically anyway. 


"Oh god, Jerry." 


He put his hand in my hair, up at the crown. It followed me as | bent to put my mouth on his cock. The whole 
time | kept my finger on his ass. Not once did | let it slip. | just let it glide back and forth. My other hand 
continued gripping his thigh. | licked the cock trail from his balls to his belly button and then cleaned that with 


my tongue too. 

There's really two little doorways into the ass. The first one is kind of lax, easy to manipulate. The other one is 
tight, stubborn, the one that holds everything in. Unfortunately it's also the one that keeps everything out. | 
let my finger slip into the first doorway, twirling and widening it. 

"How's that so far?" | asked. "ls that okay?" 

Chad nodded, his eyes closed. 

If you ever get the urge for more, just press down on me." 

| felt his thighs tense around my arm, shaking a little. | could tell he was going to go for it. Because that was 
Chad, some fucking kid who always had to prove himself, but never really thinking it all the way through. It 


sort of reminded me of myself at his age. 


"Don't rush, Chad. We got all night" 


But he did it anyway. His legs bent and | felt my finger go in. | looked up at him. 

"Are you okay?" 

He nodded, but his face was pursed up. Needless to say, he didn't look too overcome with pleasure. 

"Oh fuck" 

| slowly moved my finger in and out, never going further into him than he had initially pushed. It wasn't deep 
enough to massage his prostate but it'd have to do. | knew if | could just get to that magic button everything 
would be fine after that. He'd just have to let me get there in his own time. 

"Oh god, | don't know how you can do this. How do you let someone stick their dick in you?" 

‘It's just a hang up, Chad. It's only your mind that's making this uncomfortable. If you'd just- let- me- in--" 
"Oh yeah, and this is coming from someone who has a fear of commitment." 

| got to my feet, doing my best to keep my finger in his ass. There was no way | was losing access now. 
"Fear of commitment?" | squinted. "I don't fear anything. | just don't like people trying to control me." 

"And what are you doing to me?" 

"| don't know. It feels like | got my finger up your ass. What do you think I'm doing to you?" 

His whole head nodded with each word of his reply. "Trying to control me." 

"How am | controlling you?" 

One thick eyebrow edged up. "Making me do something you know | don't want to do." 

"l'm not making you do anything. You said okay, remember?" 


Then he rolled his eyes. In his normal voice he said, "What if | say no?" and then in a different voice, l'm 


assuming an imitation of mine but it sounded way too country hick to be me, said, "What if | say no?" 


My brow pulled in. "You can say no, Chad. | wouldn't want to force you to shed a hang up to expand your 


horizons or anything, or have you share something with me that might bring us closer together." 


"Is this going to make us closer?" 


"I figured it would. | mean, it'd show you that you can trust me." 

"Trust you?" He scoffed. "Can anybody trust you? | couldn't trust you not to fuck my girlfriend" 
Fuckin'..fuck, fuck! "Hey, but you can certainly trust me to fuck you." | smiled real big. 

Dead pan. "It's not funny, Jerry.” 

Still smiling. "Sure it is." 

"No, it's not.” 


| eased my finger out of him and stepped back. "Fine. Forget about it then. You can just keep fucking me like 


always; no problem, as long as you get what you want, right?" 
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Affer Jerry pulled his finger out, | had the nastiest feeling in my butt, like | needed to take a shit. | wondered 
if maybe | did. 


He stepped out of the shower and | heard him huff, shaking his head, as he yanked a towel off the wall and 
began drying himself off. Then he muttered, "Fucking, spoiled, whiny ass-brat:” 


'Heyl" | called out. "I am not a brat!" 

Jerry looked at me over his shoulder, patting the towel on his hair. "Oh, yeah, you are. You big baby" 

"Fuck you" 

"| bet Mike used to have to beat up the bullies that picked on you at school, am | right?" 

"No, I've always fought my own battles’ 

"Sure you have, Chad! 

"| havel | stomped out of the shower, grabbing a hold of the towel rod since | almost slipped. It's hard to look 
tough when you're about to fall flat on your ass. | wagged my finger at him. "I have never needed anyone to 


do anything for me!" 


"Uh huh. l'm waiting for the fucking tantrum. You going to throw something at me again?" He grabbed a 
decorative bottle off the sink, "Here, you want this? This could do some real damage." 


"You know what? Fuck you, Jerry. | don't need this shit 


"No, | guess you don't. You just thought you needed me, right?" 
| quietted down. | took a deep breath. "I do need you. You know | do. That's the problem." 


"Then quit being such a fucking baby, crying about having something up your ass, for christ's sake its not like 
I'm ass raping you or something..not like you did me that first night" 


My eyes bugged out. "Ass rape? | didn't ass rape you! You told me to fuck you! You practically begged me to 
do it, Jerry!" 


"Hal" he called out, spinning around as he walked into the bedroom. | couldn't help watching his dick sling from 
side to side, still being carried by the momentum of his movement. "Hey!" He snapped his fingers about an inch 
away from my nose. "Right here, ass-baby! Right herel" He had his pointer finger and middle finger pointing 
towards his own eyes. "Look at me right here! Like you can fucking handle that, you big baby. You don't fucking 
listen to me!" 

| slumped, letting my head fall to the side. "I'm listening, Jerry. | still say ‘ass rape’ is not what happened" 

‘Oh yeah? What would you call it?" 


"Consensual sex between two adults. You were the one who grabbed my crotch first. You were the one who 


started working on my pants. Hell, | was so shocked | couldn't even move." 

Jerry's eyes narrowed. They flitted to the side. His lips pursed. "That's not what | remember happening." 

"Do you even remember anything happening?" 

"| remember being pushed face down into a pillow." 

"Hey! Why is that my fault? | didn't push you down!" 

"Yeah you did!" 

"What fucking cosmic plane of existence were you on, Jerry? We smoked some dope and drank some 
kamikazees, not drop a bunch of acid!" | shifted my eyes around the room, shaking my head. "Dude, you're just 
saying this shit to start a fight with me. You're just trying to cause trouble." 

| don't have to try to cause trouble. Trouble follows me. You followed me, didn't you? You big ass-baby. 


"Quit calling me that, and yeah, | did, but the rest of it's only partially right." 


Jerry cocked his leg out, his hands on his hips. "What do you mean by that?" 


"You are trouble walking, Jerr. Trouble should be your middle name." 
"Maybe it is." 

| thought it was Fulton" 

"Jerry Trouble Fulton Cantrell. Two middle names." 

"Yeah, that's what | thought 

| smiled then. Then he smiled. 


| pushed my hands up through the crown of my hair and let a heavy sigh. "Why are we fighting, man? | don't 


want to argue with you." 
"Because you're being a little crying ass-baby, that's why." 
| bit my lip. | was not taking the bait. No. Nope. Nada No way. 


‘Jerry, let's sit down.have a drink..." | slung my arm over his shoulder and led him towards the couch. "I'll see 


if | can scare up some shit for the Peace Pipe. Chill out." 
"Dude, you're the one who needs to chill. You're the one with the fucking ass hang up, not me." 


| took another deep breath and turned away. He sure was fucking persistent. I'd set my mind to do whatever it 
took to placate him. And | was the fucking pissy bitch? | didn't think so. 


"Okay, Jerry, maybe you're right. Maybe a couple of drinks, a couple of hits and I'll loosen up too. Maybe that 


will make everything work." 


"| doubt it. You'd probably need enough dynamite to blow up Fort Knox to get into your ass.like itd be all that 


great anyways." 


Okay, that was pushing the anger button. That was pounding it with a fucking ball ping hammer. | turned 
around. "What the fuck does that mean?" 


Jerry was sitting on the couch, one arm flung over the back, one leg bent over his knee. He was inspecting the 
nails on his free hand. "Ass is ass, Chad. | could walk down the hall, pop your buddy Ryan and it'd be just as 
good..maybe even better, seeing as he probably wouldn't cry about being perceived as a faggot when | was 


done with him." 


"This has nothing to do with being-" 


‘| mean, you probably think because you're not taking it, that you're not a faggot, but news flash, Chadster, if 
you're fucking someone of the same sex, you're still a faggot. You're one just as much as | am, so don't go 


thinking you're not." 


| could feel my blood pressure rising, but | tried to keep it hidden. It wasn't working. "Where the hell did that 


come from?!" 


"That's the problem, right?" Jerry smirked, blinking his eyes in quick succession. "You don't want your buddies 
thinking you're a fag?" 


"Dude! You kissed me in front of the whole fucking crew! It doesn't matter what | want them to think anymorel 
They know! And why the hell did you do that anyway?" 


"You want to claim me, right? You want to be my boyfriend, or lover, or whatever the fuck you got cooking 


up in that gigantuan Canadian, Bounty Mounty brain of yours. How can you own me if no one knows?" 


‘lm not trying to own you, Jerr. | just want you to feel like you belong to me..because that's how | feel about 


you." 


"Oh fuck. | don't want that responsibility, Chad. | don't want-" 
"What?" 


"Don't depend on me, okay? I'm not going to be the reason you're happy or sad or mad, or what the fuck 


ever." 

"But you are" 

"No, lm notl 

"Yeah" My voice came out quiet. "I can't help it. You are" 


Jerry bent over, putting his head in his hands. | thought | heard his voice crack. "| can't be that to you. | don't 


want to be that to anyone..not ever again" 
| felt a cold chill shoot up through me. | knew | didn't want to know the answer but | asked anyway. "Why?" 


"Because!" he yelled, jumping to his feet. He pushed me hard on my chest with both his hands. "I don't want to 
see you lying on a fucking morgue slab! That's why!" 


| pursed my lips and slowly closed my eyes. Layne. This was all about Layne. | don't know why | couldn't have 


concluded that on my own. 


When | opened my eyes Jerry was picking his shirt up off the floor, digging in its pockets. When he didn't find 
what he wanted there he went to his jeans and searched those too. He stood up straight, still empty handed. 


"Your cigarettes are on the night stand," | mumbled quietly. 


He looked back at me, his hair half dry, swinging with the momentum of his head. His eyes were thin lines on 
his tired face. His lips were too. 


"He loved you." 
"No shit, Sherlock," he snapped, pinching a cigarette between his lips. 


He tried to light his cigarette but the lighter wouldn't ignite. It clicked. clicked. clicked. He shook it and tried it 
again, but it still wouldn't light. 


"Fuck!" He swung his arm hard, throwing it. There was a ‘thip' sound when the lighter bounced off the carpeted 
floor all the way up to his waist. "God damn it!" he yelled. "God damn him and god damn you!" 


"Jerry." 
He began yanking on his jeans, the unlit cigarette still pinched between his lips. 
"| have a lighter." 


"Fuck of fll" 


He fell over when he lost balance, still trying to get his other leg into his jeans. He didn't quite fall on the floor, 
so much as half the bed. He hit it with his back scraping down the side. It looked like it hurt. 


"Jerry?" 
"| said fuck of fll" 


He kicked his jeans off again, using one leg to make them fly over his head, and then he stomped off into the 
bathroom. My eyes flinched when he slammed the door. 


Wow. Now this was really getting fucking complicated, fucking twisted. 
| walked to the door and softly rapped on it. "Jerry?" 


He didn't answer but | thought | heard him breathing hard, maybe crying. That's when the water started 


running. 


| tapped again. "Jerry?" When he didn't answer, | tried the knob. Of course, stupid me, it was locked. "Jerry, 
open the door." 


When he called out this time, his voice was shaking, watery, thick. "Fuck off" 
"| want to help.if | can’ 

"You can't. Just fuck off" 

"Quit telling me to fuck off. I just want to be with you." 

"| don't want you here" 

"Well, that's tough because you're in my fucking hotel room" 


| heard the water shut off and then the door swung open. His shoulder knocked mine, spinning me, as he walked 


past me to get to his clothes. It hurt.that, and where his shoulder hit me. 


the 


Jesus Hands 
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"Jerry." 


Man, | was getting so fucking sick of hearing him say my name. | swore to god that if he said it one more time 


I'd go fucking off my nut. 

"Jerry." 

"Stop it! Just fucking quit fucking talking, god damn it! Just let me get my shit so | can go!" 

He stared at me, quietly. Yet those big almond shaped eyes were practically yelling at me, telling me | was 
right for fucking hating myself, unloading all my fucked up shit on him. Despite all the facial hair and height, he 
was just a fucking kid. | knew he couldn't handle it. On second thought, that's probably why | was telling him. 

| saw his upper lip twitch and he brought his hand up to scratch it with his thumb. 

"What can | do?" he asked. 


"| don't know, Superman, put on your fucking cape and make the world go back in time? Fuck! | don't know!" 


His shoulders rose slowly when he took a breath. As he exhaled, they went back into their slumped position 
Fuck, | hated this. Why did | always have to hurt everybody? 


| tried to get my clothes on successfully this time. | did it as fast as | could without tripping again My back 
still stung from where I'd fallen against the bed frame. | could envision the red streak on my back, glowing like 
a burning ember. When | sat down on the bed to pull my boots on, Chad moved in front of me. He was still 
naked so his fucking dick was swinging back and forth before my eyes. 

"Don't leave." 


| looked up at him, wincing. "Do you have to put that thing right in my face?" 


He looked down, puzzled. | guess he'd forgotten he was still buck ass naked. 


"Sorry" 


| pushed past him to get my jacket and | slipped it on. That's when he did his tragic bitch routine and got 


between me and the door. 

‘lm not letting you leave." 

"The fuck you aren't. Get out of my way." 

| tried to move him, nudging the back of my hand on his shoulder. Of course he didn't step away. He stood 
there, just like a fucking iron statue. | leaned my whole body against him, putting us shoulder to shoulder. He 
still didn't budge. 

"Chad, I'm not in the mood for gay cowboy wrestling. Maybe another time." 


"C'mon, where are you going to go?" 


"To my hotel" | tilted my head and poked my tongue against my cheek. "You know, that fancy one down the 
street.the one with all the hookers standing out in front of it." 


Chad laughed. | wasn't trying to be funny, fucking putz. It was the truth. 

"Its not that bad, Jerry. Besides, why go there when you can stay here and we can order room service?" 
"Im not hungry.” 

"So, let's order something to drink" 


He grabbed a scruff of leather jacket at my shoulder and dragged me by it towards the bed. Jesus Christ, | 


felt like a kitten being carted around by its momma cat. 

Chad picked up the menu and splayed it open with one hand, holding it between his long, thick fingers. He kept 
his other arm draped over my shoulder, probably trying to keep me from heading back to the door. Now that 
| thought of it, | really didn't want to leave. | was getting tired of running. Running wasn't helping anyone. Last 
April proved that. 

"Oh, look, Cristal." 

"Fuck, we don't need that shit." 


He turned his head, looking right into my eyes. "Dom?" 


"Fuck no." 


"Boone Farm?" 
"Now we're talking." 


He started laughing. "You can take the redneck out of the country, but you can't take the country out of the 


redneck." 
"l'm not a redneck." 


Chad nodded. "Yeah, you are." He looked at the menu again. "I don't see any Oklahoma, backwoods moonshine on 


here. Pity that." 
| sighed, rolled my eyes and shook my head. 


He pulled me tighter up under his arm. "That's what | like about you, Jerr. You're so much rolled up into one. 


Rock guitar virtuoso, grunge musician extrordinaire, colorful artist, romantic poet, rough and tumble cowboy.’ 
My voice came out quiet. "I don't feel very rough and tumble right at the moment." 


He leaned into my ear. "That's okay. You don't have to be that now. Be who ever you feel like being. There's 
nothing about you that | don't like." 


"Except the part of me that liked fucking your girlfriend” 


He ducked his head back down, pretending to read over the menu some more. He was trying to ignore that 


comment. 

"That's me too, Chad. | did that. I'd do it again if | had the chance." 

"Why are you doing this?" he asked, still keeping his eyes in front of him. 
"Because that's who | am. As soon as you turn your back, I'm there." 

His head snapped, turning his head towards me. "You mean with Shilah?" 
"Shilah.Ryan..." | licked my lips, thinking hard on who else I'd like to fuck. "Anybody." 
"Ryan's not gay." 

"He doesn't have to be." 


Chad turned his eyes back to the menu. "You're not going to make me mad at you again. | know what you're up 


to." 


| swallowed hard. | felt my body shake, for god know's what, | didn't know. | needed something, | just couldn't put 


my finger on it. 

| mean it. | will never be faithful, or loyal, or whatever it is you expect me to be." 
Chad sighed. "That's okay." 

"Hl hurt you." 

Without hesitation or emotion, he answered, "I know." 


| pressed my lips together and shut my eyes. They were burning. | felt my throat knot up. When | opened my 


eyes my vision was blurry, a drop rolled down my cheek. 
Clueless, Chad lifted his arm off me to reach for the phone's receiver. "I'll just have them bring us up a case 
of Heineken and some fried cheese sticks. What do you say?" That's when he turned to look at me over his 


shoulder. "Ranch dressing?" He froze mid reach, eyes wide. "Jerry?" 


My head didn't move, but | could see him in my peripheral vision. His mouth was dropped open. | licked at a 


tear that had fallen into the corner of my mouth, hoping he didn't see it, although | knew he already had 
“Jerry? 

Fuck, here he went with the name again Over and over.. 

"Hey" He laid the menu down and stepped in front of me. 


| kept my eyes on his chest, the black beaded necklace resting on his collar bone, probably another gift from 


Shilah, something to ward off evil. Indian magic mustn't work for shit. | was still here, wasn't |? 
‘Hey. 

Fuck, was he just going to keep repeating himself over and over? 

"Come here." 


He pulled me into his arms, his wheat colored curls swirling into my face, up my nose. That just reminded me 


more of... 


"Is okay, man. Everything is going to be okay.” 


Angrily, | pushed him away, causing him to fall back on the bed. "No it won't, Chad. Maybe it'll be okay for you, 


but it will never be okay for me." 

"What do you want me to do?" 

"Nothing." 

| could hear him breathing through his mouth, his eyes scanning the room. "| want to fix-" 
"You can't." 

He looked up at me. "Why?" 

"Because I'm not yours to fix. 

"Then who can, Jerry?" 

| thought for a moment. | nibbled on the inside of my cheek. "Nobody." 
"Man" He sighed. "All this because your buddy drugged himself to death?" 
"He was more than my buddy. You already know that." 

"You loved him too." 

"Not like that. Well, not as much as he did.it just.its just my fault." 

"You didn't put the needle in his arm." 


"Yeah | did.several times.in his arm, between his toes. | finally stopped doing it when he started in on his hands 
and hip." 


Chad sighed. "Oh god, Jerry, you can't be at fault for his death." 


"Why can't | be? You just fucking want to idolize who | was when | was in Alice in Chains so much that you 

can't see what kind of sinister fuck | am? Grow up, Chad! Open your fucking eyes! I'm a fucking loser!" | leaned 
back, almost stumbling over my heels, laughing. "l'm so much of a loser, I'm opening up for you stupid lumbar 
jack fucks, Nickleback! You guys are nothing but radio friendly butt rock for geeks who want to think they're 


listening to heavy metal. You suck!" 


He pursed his lips and sighed, like he was waiting patiently for me to be done. He acted like nothing | said 
bothered him. That just challenged me more. 


"Before you defend yourself by pointing out how much money you're making, think about it" | smirked. 
"Remember Journey?" | started singing, "Don't stop be-lieving! Then | laughed. "Remember them? They sold a 
fucking ass load of records, Chad" | leaned in to get my face in his. "They suck. Nickelback is this generation's 
Journey. You are the new Steve Perry, you big whiny ass-baby." | straightened up and did my best golf clap. 
"Congratu-fucking-lations." 


| stood still for a moment, waiting for the fireworks. Somebody should have called ass-baby central control 
because the whick didn't light up. That was okay. | had more artillery. | knew | had something up my sleeve to 
get the light show going. 


"And another thing. This whole you and me fucking routine is just not working for me anymore. Its weird." | 
curled up my lip. “Especially that last time when | was on my back. It was like | was watching myself get fucked 
up the ass by Jesus. That just doesn't, you know, turn me on. Not that | don't consider myself a good 
Christian. | guess if the Holy One wanted a piece of my ass, | guess I'd give it up. | mean, that could save me 
from going to hell, but, damn Chad, do you ever think when Shilah calls out "Oh Jesus!" when you're fucking 
her, that maybe it's because she think she's calling your name?" 


That was a long one. | had to catch my breath after that one. He still didn't seem to be too affected by it, 
although | thought | could see his left eye twitch a little. Maybe he was getting ready to break down | still had 
one last thing left, and | knew that would work 


"Heh, well, don't be surprised if the next time you're fucking her she calls out, "Oh, Jerry" instead” 
"You're getting ready to get what you're begging for, Jerr." 


"Am 1?" | smiled. "Oh good. You can return the favor since it took all ten inches of me to give Shilah what she 


was begging for." 


That set him off so quick | almost didn't see the swing coming. Oh well, | didn't need to see it coming. Gifts are 
so much better when you're taken by surprise. | didn't even hear myself hit the ground. It was contact with 
my face and lights out. 


"Ah fuck," | groaned, cupping my chin. 

My head rolled side to side as | laid with my back flat against the floor. | leaned my head up and tried to 
focus, but things were all still blurry. All | could make out were the tips of my cowboy boots splayed out each 
way like the points of a wide V. The throbbing on my face forced me to close my eyes. When | opened them 
again | noticed the blur of Chad's bare legs walking away. 
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| knew | should hate him at that moment, but | didn't. | hated the way he was acting, but not him. | hated the 
words, not the mouth. | loved the mouth. But | did hate myself for giving in to the anger. | knew that's why he 


said those things. He wanted me to hit him, and | hit him hard that time. And on the face, shit, that was going 


to leave a bruise. 

"Are you happy now?" | asked, standing over him. "Did you finally get what you wanted?" 

"No," he groaned. "I'm still breathing.” 

| slid my tongue over my top lip, moistening it. "You want | should fuck you to death now too?" 


"That could work" He tapped his finger against the side of his forehead, still laying on the ground, not much 
else of him moving. "That's using the old noodle, Chadster. That's my boy." 


"You're fucked, man." 

"I know, but you like it” 

"Pugghh, whatever." 

| thought to try to help him to his feet but decided I'd order up room service instead. Fuck fighting, | was 
hungry, and | had the idea we were probably going to be up all morning talking anyway, that is if Jerry didn't 
just pass right out again. 

"How about a turkey sandwhich, Jerr? Or are you tired of sandwhiches yet?" 


‘I'm tired of your big baby whiny ass, that's what l'm tired off." 


| grinned, not because | was happy that he still wanted to fight, no, | grinned that kind of grin that keeps you 


from reaching over and purnmelling someone to death. 
"Oh, is that an order for a knuckle sandwhich then? Is that what you want?" 
"Fuck yeah you big whiny, ass hang up, tantrum throwing bitch. 

| laughed then This was getting stupid 


"Okay, Jerry. | think | have the ingredients on hand for that knuckle sandwhich." | huffed, slapping my leg. "Get 
it? Hand. Knuckle?" 


"Oh god, thats dumb. That's so fucking dumb." 
| placed my order, but fuck if the kitchen was closed and they'd have to have an extra ten minutes to get 


everything prepared. What kind of place was this? They should be ready all the time. | was sure | wasn't the 


only one hungry at three in the morning. 


"Twenty minutes, Jerry." 
"Fuck that." 


He was still laid out on the floor, his legs and arms spread out so he looked like a large X. His hair appeared as 
yellow flames shooting around his face, his head still slowly rolling from side to side. 


"Are you going to get up, or you going to lay there all night?" 
"What, you want me to roll over so you can stick your dick in my ass, is that the problem?" 


| sat down at the foot of the bed and looked at him sideways. "That's not what | need from you. | guess it's 
just like you said, an ass is an ass is an ass. Maybe | could be like you and just find another warm body and 
never care about what's inside it. Maybe | should just fuck and never get attached." 


"Hey, that's a good idea. You'd save everyone a whole lot of trouble." 


That's when he finally mustered up the will to lift his back off the floor. He sat up, sitting in a strained L 
shape until he spread his legs further and let his feet fall to the side. His back and shoulders rolled into a 
slump and his arms laid lazily on the floor. His hair hung down in scraggly wisps along the side of his face and | 
couldn't see the expression hidden there. | couldn't see anything. Everything about Jerry was hidden. 


"Is that what | am to you? Trouble, Jerr?" 
"Yes." 

"You want me to leave you alone?" 

"Yes." 


He bent one knee up and used his hand to push the rest of his body into a stand. His hair was still falling 
around his face. He kept moving his head around so | could never get a good look at his eyes. He finally pushed 
his hair behind his ear when he got his back to me. At that point he just sauntered to the door. He never said 
anything, the only sound was the chimes of his jacket zippers bouncing with each step, and the thump of his 
boots on the carpet from his hard steps. | kept my eye on the door knob. his hand taking hold of it. Turning. 
Pulling back. The lonely knob again. Swinging away and stilling once it fell back into the door frame. 


Silence. 
My brain was silent too. There was a period of maybe thirty seconds where | didn't think anything..nothing at 


all... It was like none of this happened. When | finally started thinking again, | asked myself if this really just took 


place, if Jerry just actually walked out of the door for good, or if he'd even been in my room at all, but my 


eyes caught sight of the empty, discarded lighter still in the middle of my hotel room floor, and it all started 
playing back to me, some parts at high speed, some parts in slow motion. Some parts silent. The most painful 


parts with roaring sound. 


| looked at the disposable lighter again and wondered if that's what | was to Jerry, just something he held on 
to until he got all it's use out of it. That's what | felt like, like I'd been thrown away. | wondered if I'd just taken 
it up the ass if any of this would have happened. Would we be lying in bed at this moment, me curled around 
his back, breathing the smoky scent of his hair into my nostrils, if Id just let him do what he wanted to do? 
Part of me thought so. 


| smashed my fist into my bare thigh before burying my head in my hands. 


Rational thinking told me that what happened tonight was going to happen no matter what. The whole ass- 
baby thing is the only factor that made it happen on this chosen night. It could have been tomorrow night, or 
the next. It would have eventually happened if I'd done what he wanted tonight or not. He would have found 
something to push me away, any reason to get mad at me, or any fucking way to make me hit him like | did. 
This really had nothing at all to do with my ass. The only thing between us wasn't me, it was him. He was doing 
the same thing to me with his heart that | did with my ass. A poke here, a poke there, an extended massage 


before a forced retreat out. 
"You fucking bastard," | muttered under a strained breath. 


Somehow, he'd only been in my life as a lover for a couple of weeks, but it felt like he'd always been there up 
until this point. | began to wonder how I'd cope without him, and it's so stupid too because I'd just gone a whole 
week without speaking to him. | guess because | knew | was going to forgive him and that he knew | was going 

to forgive him, and the whole vibe that time was that it was never really over, it was just on hold. This didn't 


feel that way. This felt coldly final. 


the 
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| kept waiting for Chad's hotel room door to open. | kept my ear perked up the whole walk to the elevators. | 


even ducked my head out into the hall just before the doors started pulling together just to make sure. It 


never opened. He never came after me. 

"Ah, fuck him." 

He was better off anyways, right? Well, thats what | kept telling myself. | never once wondered what would 
have been better for me. Okay, thats a lie, | thought about that the whole time. | was thinking about that 
when | thought about turning and going back to his room, but itd eventually end up like this again 

He'd get too close. 

I'd need to leave. 

And then I'd go back, and he'd take me. 

The cycle had to be broken.somehow. 

The elevator dinged, and | walked out into the hotel lobby. Fucking marble floors. Fucking crystal chandeliers 
swinging over my head. No, this was not a fate meant for me. Riches and luxuries..caviar, thousand dollar 
bottles of champagne... It could have been mine once, before | fucked everything up..fucked Layne up... 

| wanted to slam my way through the hotel doors with both my fists, but no, this was one of those swanky 
places that had door men to do that for you. The dude in the red wool suit and snazzy hat looked like he was 
born to open doors for people, and was happy as a puppy with two peters to do it, too. 

"Have a good evening," he said, smiling and tipping his hat to me as he pulled the door back. 

"Yeah, you too." 

The wind slapped against my face as | stepped out from under the tented overhang. Shrugging my shoulders to 


my ears, | flipped my jacket collar up around my neck, trying to shield what parts of me weren't already 


frozen. 


"Hey, are there any taxis around at this hour?" | asked, leaning back towards the door man. 

"One just left, sir. Would you like for me to have one called for you?" 

"Yeah, man, that'd be great." 

He opened the door for me to go back into the lobby. | went to the far left side, to a red velvet sectional sofa 
in the back and dropped down into it. After a moment, | realized | call Charlie to come get me and reached into 
my jacket for my cell phone. 


"Woah." 


| held the phone out in front of me, inspecting it. It was not my phone. No, | must have grabbed the wrong one 
off the night stand before | jetted out the door. 


"Well, let's see who the Chadster has on his call list" 


| dotted my thumb around the key pad. There was a whole bunch of names, some | knew, some | didn't, a few 


I'd be happy to forget, and then | came across one that made me smile. 

| hit the call button. It rang. And a very sexy, sleepy, soft voice answered. 
~"Hello?"~ 

"Hey, Sweetness. Miss me?" 

There was silence for a while. | heard some shifting. | imagined she was trying to sit up in bed. 
~"Chad?"~ 

"Nope! 

~"Who is this? Mike?"~ 

"C'mon, | don't sound like Mike. You've forgotten me already?" 

More silence. | knew she needed a hint. 

"Pocahontas?" 


~"Jerry?"~ 


"Yeah." | smiled. "I thought | was going to have to bring up some sordid details from Dallas to jog your 


memory." 

| heard a soft laugh ruffle through the ear piece. 

~"That's a lot of details to chose from."~ 

"| know. A lot of hot, juicy, sweaty, cum-covered details." 

Another shuffle threaded through the ear piece, this one louder. It sent a shiver through me. 
~"You know, you really need to watch where you point that thing. It was in my hair.my ear.my arm pits..." 
"Well, what can | say, Shilah, you have some sexy arm pits." 

~"Apparently."~ 

| wish you were here so | could lick them clean right now." 

~"Jerry." She laughed. "You're so silly, you know that?"~ 

"So I've been told" 

There was silence and then. ~"What's Chad doing?"~ 

"| don't know." 

~"He's not with you?"~ 

"No 

More silence. 

~"But you're talking to me on his phone?"~ 

"Yep! 

| noticed the bell man waving me over from the entrance, so | got up and headed for my taxi. 
~"Where is he?"~ 


"He's in his hotel room, being a good little boy, | suppose." 


~"Well, then where are you?"~ 
"Leaving." 
~"You're taking his phone? Does he know?"~ 


"Not yet, but I'm sure he will figure it out when he goes to call you and finds the only numbers in the 


directory are Rooster, Kinney, Dave, Cheri, and Nanna." 


~"Well, then you probably have a couple of days before that happens then. He's still giving me the silent 


treatment" ~ 
"Ah, | guess | have the advantage since | can chase him around with my pickle. Chad can't resist produce. 
~'lim not even going to ask * She laughed.” 

| pulled the door on the taxi back and climbed inside. 

"Take me to the Holiday Inn on Fifth Street" 

~"Oh, is that where you're going?"~ 

"Yep, back to my own private hell hole.” 

~"Why aren't you staying with Chad? Seeing that the two of you have exchanged produce and such"~ 


"Well, you could say | just made a forcible break. He's not going to want to see me for awhile, maybe never 


again" 
~"Don't hurt him, Jerry. He's crazy for you."~ 
"I know, that's why | have to go." 


Another extended period of silence, only it wasn't so silent on my end. | had the rumble of steel and upholstery 


around me as the taxi shuffled along through half-dead city streets. 
~"So, where are you going to go now?"~ 

"You already know, the shitty Holiday Inn on Fifth Street-" 

~"No, | mean, in regards to not being with Chad"~ 


"| don't know. | guess it all depends on who's available." 


~"What if | said l'm available?"~ 


"Ah, but you're not." | leaned to my side, trying to get my hand under the elbow that was bent holding the 
phone to my ear, to get to the packet of Marlboros in my shirt pocket. 


~"l don't know. | could be."~ 


"Nope. As | recall Chad said, and | quote, ‘Shilah's mine, all mine’, meaning ‘stay the fuck away from her, you 


slutty bastard." 


~"Wow, that makes it sound like he should be carrying me around in a pet carrier, letting me out on a leash to 


pee on a newspaper."~ 

| laughed. "| know that feeling’ 

~'l know you do, because he feels the same way about you"~ 

"That's what he says 

"That's just Chad, you know? He's so scared to lose anybody, he holds on so tight they suffocate"~ 
"Yeah, | know quite a few people like that.used to know quite a few anyway" 


| started digging around in my back pocket for my wallet, and then pinched the cell phone between my shoulder 
and ear to use both hands to get some cash out. The driver was pulling up in front of my hotel. 


"Thanks." 


| tossed him a couple of bills and began walking inside when | heard a beep through the cell phone's ear piece. | 


held it away from me so | could see the ID. 
"Well, looky there, lm calling myself" 

~"Ugh oh, are you going to take your call?*~ 

"No, | don't think so. 'm boring. Id rather talk to you" 
~*0o00, tm flattered"~ 

"You should be 


| got into the elevator and punched my floor. After a while the beeping went away. 


"You know, somehow, talking to you over the phone isn't as exciting as being with you in person 

~"Ugh, Jerry."~ 

"Well, it has a lot to do with the fact that | don't have a visual. You're much prettier than these four walls, 
you know?" | shuffled my key into the lock and pushed my door in. "And it's kind of difficult to reach out and 
touch you, seeing that my hand can't be transmitted through the satellite beams." 

When she spoke, | could hear the smile spreading on her lips. ~"| know..or your cock"~ 

| laughed heartily that time. 

~"Or your tongue"~ 

"| suck at phone sex, Shlilah. You don't want to get me started" 


~"| didn't say anything about phone sex"~ 


"No, but you said the word ‘cock’, and hearing you say ‘cock’ is enough to give me a hard on. Don't make me 


start asking you to do dirty things to yourself" 
~"Why not? | can just tell you I'm doing them and then not."~ 


"| know, that's why I'd rather have sex with you in person. That way | can make sure you're being an obedient 


little Injun." 


| slipped off my jacket, shuffling the phone from one hand to the other. | took my cigarettes out of my shirt 
pocket and then started pulling the snaps open 


~"Hey, you know where | am."~ 

| only know you're in LA; that's it" 

~"l'm in the phone book"~ 

"Oh yeah? Is that an invitation?" 

~"| guess it sounds like it, doesn't it? When are you going to be in town again?"~ 


‘Ive got a few more shows to do before my leg is over with Nickelfuck. Then my dance card is completely 


free until Road Runner finds someone else to dump me on-" 


~"Jerry, my other line is beeping. You'll never believe whose name is showing up on the ID."~ 
"Let me guess. It's me." 
~"Bingo" ~ 


"Alright, Pocahontas, I'd better let you talk to me before | suspect something, and | come to punch my lights 


out..again." 

~"Again?"~ 

"Don't worry about it. Get going. You don't want to keep me waiting," 

| could hear the smile in her voice again. ~"No, | definitely wouldn't want to keep you waiting." ~ 
~/S/~ 


| was surprised to hear from Jerry that night. Pleasantly surprised. It was hard to sound sleepy and 
disoriented when | took Chad's call. It was harder a week and a half later when J Cantrell showed up on my ID 


in the middle of the night and | didn't know who | was going to be talking to. 

"Chad?" 

~'Nope, you got the real deal now, Pocahontas"~ 

"You know, | should be offended that you keep calling me that. That's not very PC of you! 


~"Oh. Well, I'm not a very PC kind of guy. In fact I'd love to see you run around buck ass naked with nothing on 
but a bunch of eagle feathers, doing that Indian call where you pat your mouth with your hand" ~ 


| smiled. "Very funny. And! could say the same thing about you, but instead of feathers, it's chaps, a cowboy 
hat, and you're shooting off a cap gun" 


~"| got a lot more than caps in this gun, baby."~ 
| couldn't help but laugh at that one. So cheesy. 


| propped my pillow against my headboard so | could sit up more comfortably. "So, how did getting your phone 
back go?" 


~"Eh, uneventful. Your ass-baby boyfriend had his assistant exchange phones with me."~ 


"| thought you said you hoped it would turn out that way." 


~"| did, but | also kind of hoped he'd barrel into my dressing room and kick my ass to get it back too, though." ~ 
‘Ooo, that sounds like you want to make up with him. Are you missing "the Chadster"?" 

~"No. How could | miss the constant guilt trip when I'm still stuck on the fucking boat?"~ 

Sad, but true. | knew exactly what Jerry was talking about. | was still getting the stuttered silent treatment 
myself. Chad used to call me almost every day until the thing with Jerry happened. Now it was barely twice a 
week and when he did now it was always with the same disapproving Kroeger tone. I'm sure Jerry was getting 
all kinds of unspoken messages from Chad, or even from the rest of the guys in the band too. 

"So when does your ship sail to LA, Jerry?" 


~"What if | said it sailed tomorrow?"~ 


| smiled, finger combing the sleep mussed hair from my eyes. "Really? You wouldn't be teasing a desperately 


horny girl, would you?" 

~"You, Pocahontas? No way. | wouldn't tease you unless | could see your sweet suffering with my own eyes."~ 
| laughed. "Do you need a ride in from the airport?" 

~"Nah, | got my own transportation, thanks."~ 


In the background | could hear all kinds of outdoor sounds; wind noise, foot steps, the occasional car passing and 


dog barking. 

"Where are you going so late at night? You sound like you're in a parking lot 

~"l'm outside on my hotel balcony, having a cigarette." ~ 

"You can't smoke in your room?" 

~"No, someone fucked up, as usual, and put me in a non-smoking room."~ 

That was weird. Jerry didn't seem like the kind of guy to care whether he was allowed to smoke in his room 
or not. Then | heard a siren outside my window. It took me a few seconds to realize | could hear it through the 
ear piece of my phone as well. | even cupped my hand on my free ear to make sure. That was a strange 


coincidence. No, it couldn't be... Nah. 


~"So, what are you wearing, Pocahontas? | bet you sleep naked"~ 


"Ahhhh, wouldn't you like to know?" 

~"Yes, | would. Thats why l'm asking"~ 

Through the phone | heard the snap sound of boots waking up steps. | could also hear them just outside my 
bedroom window, the one that looked out over the front sidewalk. A figure passed, casting a squiggly black 
shadow dancing over the walls of my bedroom. My heart jumped up into my throat. 

That fucker. 

ene 

~'| guess now's as good of a time as any to find out"~ 

"Oh my god, Jerry!" 

He laughed and thats when my door bell rang. 

"You bastard!" | yelled. "You could have given me some warning!" 


~"That's no fucking fun You might have time to get dressed if | did that."~ 


| jumped out of bed, looking for my bathrobe, a shirt, a towel, anything to cover up with. After all, Jerry was 
right, | did sleep in the nude. | stumbled over a shoe, causing a rattle as it slid across my hard wood floor. 


~"Hey, open this door!" There was knocking now, then the doorbell again. "Shilah, you better not be getting 


dressed!" ~ 

"| can't just open the door naked!" 

~"The hell you can't! Open this fucking door!"~ 

Then began loud knocking, which progressed quickly into a very impatient banging followed by the doorbell 
ringing again. | was just slipping the second side of my robe over my other shoulder at that point. | tried to tie 
the sash, but it was hard to do with one hand and in a panic. 

"Jerry! Be quiet! You're going to wake up my neighbors! It's three in the morning!" 


~"Open the fucking door, Shilah or I'm going to start yelling at the top of my lungs!" 


"You already are!" 


| tripped over my cat as | exited the hall and crossed the foyer to my front door. The noise had the dog in 
my neighbor's courtyard going ballistic. | ended the call on my phone since | could hear his voice very clearly 


through the other side of my door now. 
“Shilah!l!" 
"Jerry! Shut up!" 


| fumbled with the locks, my hands not working since my heart was pounding a mile a minute. | finally got it 
undone and swung the door open. Jerry was standing on my front step, a smile from ear to ear beaming from 
beneath the brim of a tattered oat colored straw hat. He was wearing a sherpa lined denim jacket and pointy 


toed cowboy boots. 
"Oh. My. God!" 


Wordlessly, he strode over the threshold of my doorway, disappearing into the darkness of my foyer, and 
reappearing when he slammed me against the wall. Pinned flat beneath the weight of his body, | felt his hand 
dive into my hair. His mouth pressed to my mouth, and his other hand slid right into the overlapping fabric of 


my untied robe, circling my waist and down to grab my bare ass. 


"My cat, my cat," | huffed when his face slid to my neck His teeth immediately began nipping me. "Don't let my 


cat out." 
Jerry leaned back to kick the door shut with his foot. The resulting, resonating slam shook my townhouse's 
walls. | could make out more movement in the darkness and then | saw his cowboy hat glide across the living 


room to a square of couch that was spot lit due to a street light out front. 


"I fucking hate youl" | yelled, my voice changing to a laugh at the end. "I fucking hate you for scaring me, 
Jerry!" 


"Aww, come on, you know you love it" 


He leaned back in to kiss my neck again This time | was calm enough to notice something was different about 


him. His kisses were making my face tickle. 
"Hey." | nudged him back. 
"What?" 


| took hold of his chin and directed his face into the moonlight that was streaming in from my front window. 


His narrow blue eyes gleamed as they danced with mine. 


"What's this?" | asked, tapping my finger on his upper lip. 


"This?" He ran his forefinger and thumb over the fuzzy line of blonde hair that arched from one side of his 


chin, up over his mouth, to the other side of his chin. "It's a mustache." 
| frowned. "Mustache? No, Jerry. You shouldn't have a mustache. Mustache bad" 


"What are you talking about ‘mustache, bad'? Your ass-baby boyfriend has the whole southern region of his 


face covered with hair. What's wrong with mine?" 
"You're too pretty for a mustache." 


He jerked his head back, scowling. "Aw, fuck that." Then he slammed his mouth on mine again. This time both 
his hands went inside my robe. He pushed his arms out to splay the fabric open "You shouldn't have fucking 
put this on, naughty girl" He yanked it off my shoulders, making it slide to the floor. "I just want to eat you 
raw" He got down on his knees, the bones of his knee caps knocking against the floor. He wedged both his hands 
between my thighs, trying his best to part them. When he couldn't make enough room for himself, he propped 
my foot on the knee he'd bent up. He put his thumb on the magic button. "Starting right here." 


"Jerry" When his tongue found me, | huffed, "Ugh. Just go ahead and-huh- make yourself at h-h-home." 


He laughed and | could feel the air from it blow across my thigh. "I plan on it, Pocahontas." 
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| clenched my eyes shut while my fists did the same in his hair. | tugged and pulled him closer. Heat, and 
sparks, and flames shot from his tongue up through my body. Something about what he was doing was hitting 
a spastic nerve in my pelvis, causing me to jolt every time he lapped at me. He kept stopping to laugh at my 
helplessness as | tried to control it, flooding my thighs with the heat from his breath. 

"Who does this better? Me or Chad?" 

"Don't do that, Jerry. Don't make me compare." 

"Aww, c'mon, one of us is bound to be better than the other at this. It's just stupid fun" 

"No, Jerry." 

He stared up at me, his eyes seeming so big and child like at this angle. His hand slid up the inside of my thigh, 
one finger into me, his thumb nudged my clitoris in a circular motion. "Come on. If Chad's better, that's okay, | 
mean, | can brush that off to him knowing what you like better. You won't chop a chunk of my masculinity off 
if you don't say its me." 

"No, Jerry." 

| could see mischief dancing in his eyes as he continued looking up at me, even as he buried himself up to his 
nose in my flesh and pushed his tongue into me again, his eyes kept smiling. Then his free arm moved around 
and | heard the clink of his belt's buckle. There was a scrape sound when the of leather unthreaded from his 
jean loops. 

"Who?" he huffed into me. "Who?" 

"No." 

That's when he got to his feet. The slack end of his belt knocked my leg. 


"Come on, Shi, don't be naughty. You might not like what I'll do to you if you're naughty." He smiled again, but 


this time it was weird. 
"You better not hit me, Jerry. | don't like that stuff 


"Man, you and Chad sure are a pair, both whiny, both demanding. Funny thing about this, though, is that I'm 
the one with the belt" He held it up in front of my face. "You can't be very demanding without the belt, Shi.” 


He grabbed the wrist of my right hand and began pushing it behind my back. His other hand holding the belt 


couldn't quite grasp my left so it chased mine around in the air. 
"Jerry! What are you up to?!" 


He smiled, butting his chest up against me, the zipper of his jacket scraped my skin. "No, | didn't think you 


were going to make this easy for me." 

"Jerry, please don't- No!" 

That's when he got a hold of the second arm, twisting it behind my back He yanked me up against him to get 
space enough to wrap the belt around my wrists. My face was pushed into his hair and the puffy fabric of 
his jacket. The metal snap of the front pocket was still cold from the night air against my skin. | tried to get 
free as he fastened the buckle but he got it done before | could. 


“There we go." 


He leaned me back against the wall and stepped away. He had a look on his face like he was quite satisfied with 
the job he just did, like | was a picture he'd hung on the wall just right: 


"Jerry?" 
An extended finger lifted to his lips. "Shhhhhh." 


| stood there, naked and freezing cold, watching as he dropped down onto my couch and began fishing his pack 
of cigarettes out of his lined denim jacket. 


"Don't smoke in my apartment.” 


"Still demanding, are you?" he mumbled, lighting the cigarette between his lips. After it caught, he flicked his 
wrist to bring the top back over his lighter. The metal scrapped against metal and clapped. The smoke shoot 
out of his nostrils in two white puffs. When he spoke, the cigarette wagged in front of his mouth. " You got 
spunk. | like that." 


| started to wonder what he could possibly do to me like this, and then | started to freak out. | really didn't 


know him that well. He could be some misogynistic homosexual who had a bad mother growing up. He could be 


getting ready to do all kinds of painful stuff to me in some sort of retribution to all woman kind. 

He could have a knife in his pocket. 

Or worse. 

Shit, he could get up at any minute to get one out of my kitchen, and because Chad loved my cooking he'd just 
given me a master chef grade set that was displayed on my counter. That would be the first thing this nut 
job would see if he went in there. 

"Jerry?" 

"Shhhhhh, you're being very naughty, Pocahontas. Don't make me hurt you." 

| cringed as he got up and stepped towards me. The cigarette smoke hung in the moonlit air after he moved, 
like his spirit had just decided it didn't want any part of what was coming up next and stayed behind. When 
Jerry got within arm's reach of me, he bent his head down, lapping his eyes at me like a wet drooling tongue. 
"My god, you are so fucking beautiful." 

He lifted his hand to place it on my breast. The touch was gentle, soft, warm. Then he removed it to take the 
cigarette from his lips. He lowered the glowing end about half an inch away from my nipple. | watched it move 


in slow motion. 


'| bet that skin right there is real sensitive, isn’t it?" His eyes met mine, the skin around them crinkled from a 


broad smile. "Of course it is." 

He moved the cigarette closer. The heat made my chest scoop out, my back arching to recoil. 
"You think I'd burn you?" 

"I don't know." | looked up into his eyes, biting my lip. "Would you?" 

His tongue darted to the corner of his mouth before he smiled again. "Do you want me to?" 
"No." 


Leaning closer, he whispered. "Then | won't." That's when he bent down and took my nipple into his mouth. | 
could see the cigarette held out and behind him with caution. But | began to panic again. 


‘Jerry, you're going to drop ashes on my antique Navajo rug, the rug my great, great, great uncle wove by 


hand." 


He jolted back, eyes widened. "Oh shit." 


Running with one hand under his lit cigarette he stomped around my living room in the moonlight. "Ash tray! 


Ash tray! 

"| dont have one, Jerry. | don't smoke. 

"Fuck! | need a fucking ash tray!" He disappeared around the corner to the left 
'No, that's my bedroom. Not there. Go to the kitchen" 


His voice sounded so far away accompanied by the hammering thud of his boots. "Where the fuck's the 
kitchen?" 


"To the right!" 

"Oh shit! Ow! Ow! 

| saw his form dart across the back end of the hall. Then | heard the kitchen faucet kick on. After that was 
the sound of several cabinets opening and falling shut. A few moments later he walked out, holding a Loony 
Tunes jelly jar glass out like a prize trophy. 

"An ashtray," he said proudly. 

It set down on my coffee table with a thud 

He leaned towards me, clutching my bicep, yanking me across the room. "Come here, my Indian love slave" 
| was placed in front of the couch 

"On your knees’ 

"Jerry, you know, Id really like to be unbound now, if you don't mind! 

"| do mind” 

“Jerry” 


"Shhhhh." 


He stepped around me, removing his jacket beside me. He flung it towards a chair but it caught on a Canadian 


Ojibwa statuette on the side table, toppling it over. 


‘Oh shit, sorry.” 

"Please be careful-" 

"lll replace that." 

"Just untie me!" 

Dropping into the couch in front of me, he smiled. "Nope." 

His knees wagged side to side, the denim of his jeans brushing against my breasts, softly scraping me. Slowly 
his hands fiddled at his fly. | heard each click of metal teeth as the zipper pulled painstakingly down. He pushed 
one hand down between his legs, the palm cupping the beginnings of his butt. The other hand began tooling with 
his cock. 

"Are you going to make me watch you masturbate?" | asked. 

"No, but you can make me watch you masturbate." 

"If you would just undo my wrists..." 

"Not yet" 

He stretched his arm out and yanked my neck. | had to walk on my knees to get myself closer to him as he 
pulled me. Nuzzling the skin of his abdomen, | dragged my lips across it. He smelled musky, salty, like he'd 
bathed in ocean water. | touched my tongue to him; he tasted like it too. 

"Ugghhhh" 

Jerry rocked his hips, butting the head of his cock against my cheek. His fingers were now twined in my hair, 
one hand scooping some of it out of my face. | tried to get him in my mouth but his swiveling hips wouldn't let 
me. 

"Do you want it?" he groaned. 


My voice came out higher pitched, almost shrieking. "Yes." 


Then he shoved me back by my shoulders and began singing, "It's too bad--it's too late-- so long-- let's 


g0000." 
| fell back onto my butt, and watched him raise and walk away. 


"Its too bad--we had--no time--to rewind--" 


This was some game. | really didn't think | liked it anymore. | wasn't sure | ever did. 

| wiggled my fingers, flexed and gripped them. They felt thick and tingly.'My hands are starting to go numb." 
His voice was far off. "So untie yourself." 

| can't!" | screamed. "Jerry, come get me loose!" 


| sat on the floor, my knees drawn up in front of my chest, my arms starting to cramp and ache, still behind 


my back | heard his far away voice again 

"Where the fuck is the fucking light switch?-Oh" 

There was a click, and a pale yellow triangle of light snapped out on the hall floor. 
"What are you doing?" | hollered 


There was no answer but | heard the sound of his boot steps and then my mattress springs squealed. Maybe 
he was sitting on it. 


"Jerry?" 


There was the scraping sound of wooden drawers being pulled open and shut,more boot steps, the accordion 


doors of my closet pulling back with a screech. 
"Are you going through my things?" 

Silence. 

Jerry?" 

"Niiccceee." 

"What are you doing?" 


| saw his figure disrupt the light cast on my hall floor, then it briefly but completely eclipsed, and he came 


walking out, a determined look on his face, holding up a Cherokee dance bustle l'd purchased a few months ago. 
| got hopeful. "Are you going to put that on?" 


He shook his head. "No, you are." 


"Uhhh, that's for a man, Jerry." 

"Why was it hanging in your closet, then?" 

"Because | collect" 

"Well, you're still going to put it on" 

"Then untie me because | don't want you to mess that up. It was very expensive." 

"Where do you get all the money for this shit?" His eyes darted to me. "Chad?" 

‘Sometimes he gives me money to buy things.” 

He twisted his head each way, looking around the room. "By the looks of it, my guess is he's bought you." 
| huffed. "No." 


"Aww, come on" He scrunched up his face. "Chad is not the best looking guy in the world. You could do better 


than that." 
"Well, looks aren't everything." 
"No, but apparently money is." 


| felt my body tensing up, my arms straining against the belt that was still wrapped around my wrists. "That's 
not a fair thing to say, Jerry." 


"Am | going to have to pay to fuck you too?" 


| felt my pulse up in my throat, a pressure building in my chest. "Look, | don't even think that's going to 


happen now because you're such an asshole. Untie me now." 

He smiled, shaking his head. "Nope." 

"Jerry! 

He carefully laid the bustle over a desk that was positioned against the far wall and walked over to me. 
Kneeling down, his face was in mine, so close that our noses could touch if he got any closer. "How much, 


Shilah?" he whispered. "How much is your pussy worth?" 


"Fuck you.” 


Jerry bit his bottom lip as he reached back to get his wallet from his jean pocket. 
"Twenty five?" 

| twisted, struggling to get free from his belt. "Untie me!" 

"OF course not, dirty street hookers charge more than that for a blow job’ 
"Un-tie-ME!" 


He leaned away from me, wincing. "Wow, you got some lungs on you, Pocahontas." He looked into his wallet again 


and started counting dollar bills. "Fifty? No. A hundred?" 


| continued to sit there seething as he tossed the contents of his wallet at me. | flinched and turned my face 


away. 


"Let's see, all | have is-" he pointed at each bill on the floor, exaggeratedly counting each one. "Seventy-five. 
No, Seventy-six. Is that enough, Pocahontas?" 


"Stop calling me that!!" 


He laughed heartily then, rocking back and forth, squatted against the heels of his boots. "You sure get mad 
easy. Hey, maybe | should charge you-" 


"Sssthhpuh" | spit in his face. "You're not worth a dime to me." 


"Oo0000." Jerry brushed his hand over his cheek and then licked my spit off his fingers. "What about a wooden 


nickel?" 
"Fuck you!" 


Arrogant bastard kept smiling at me. "See, | like how you look when you're angry." He reached to lay his hand 
on me, but | kicked him to push him away. 


"Don't you touch me!" 
He looked around the room again. "How much has Chad paid for your pussy, Shilah? Ten, twenty thousand?" 


"No," | cried. "Half of this stuff is just stuff he wanted to buy for me, | didn't even ask for it. He just likes to 
do that for me." 


"To make up for how much he sucks in bed, | suppose." 


"You looked like you were enjoying his dick up your ass when | saw you together." 
Jerry laughed. "Yeah, and you looked like you were enjoying watching Chad with his dick up my ass too." 


Slowly, Jerry lowered from his squatting position, to his knees, with my bent legs straddled between them. | 
was still angry at him when he brought both hands up to cup my face, so | yanked my head back. 


"Hey," he whispered. "Let's not act like that anymore. Let's play nice now." 
"| dont want to play at all, Jerry. Untie me." 
"Noooo. Not until you make up with me." 


He leaned in to kiss me then, but | used the opportunity to bite his bottom lip. It was still held tight between 
my teeth as he tried to pull back. 


"Uh," he said, although | think he meant ‘ow’, only he couldn't make the complete noise without the help of his 
bottom lip. 


Then his hands went back up to my face again, stroking my hair softly away. "Can | poke you, Pocahontas?" He 


smiled. "I really want to poke you." 

"Why do you keep calling me that?" 

"Well, you're Indian. Shouldn't you have an Indian name?" 
"Shilah is a traditional Native American name, Jerry.’ 
"What does it mean? Witchy woman?" 


"No, it's Navajo for brother, only my father didn't know that when he chose the name. He just liked the way it 


sounded 
"| like the way it sounds too." 
"Then quit calling me Pocahontas’ 
"Only if | have to." 

"You have to." 


"Okay, can | call you ‘One who has baby-ass boyfriend’, then?" 


"No, Jerry." 

"One whose voice busts ear drums'?" 

| laughed. "No." 

"Well, how about ‘One who needs good fucking'?" He smiled broadly, leaning into my face. 
"That doesn't suit me at all, Jerry.” 


Between snapping kisses he whispered, "Oh, yes it does." 


| Know Something (About You) 
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~/J/~ 
~Mmmrooow~mrow~ 
| openned my eyes. 
~Mmroww~ 


"Hey, kitty." Laying on my side, | stuck my hand out towards the window and the black mass of fur that was 
pacing back and forth on the sill in front of it. "Come here, kitty-kitty.” 


Her fluffy tail caught on the gauze curtain, pulling it slightly to the side as the cat jumped down. | saw 


glittered drops of confetti gleaming against the window, and | realized it was raining. 
"Here, kitty-kitty." 


| snapped my fingers and the cat jumped onto the bed. After hesitating to sniff the foot | had poking out from 
the bottom of the bedsheet, she finally walked up alongside me and butted her head against my chin. 


"That's right, kitty. All the pussy loves Jerry; just go ask your owner." 

"Cocky, aren't we?" 

| turned my head towards the doorway and found Shilah standing there. She had her hair up in a falling, messy 
twist, and a soiled apron tied around her torso. A fray of blue denim cut-off short peeked out underneath the 
hem, and a tank top strap had slid off her shoulder. She smiled, wringing her hands in a towel. 

"What are you up to?" | asked, turing to prop myself up on my elbow. 

"Nothin." 


"| don't know." | sighed and returned her smile. "You look like you're definitely up to something.’ 


Shilah shook her head and began untying her apron. When she disappeared out into the hall, | tossed the sheets 
back and followed her. 


‘Jerry, what are you doing?" Her onyx eyes widened when she turned to find me behind her. | caught her as 
she was shutting the door to another bedroom. 


"What's in there?" | asked, jutting my chin towards the room. 

"None of your business” 

| smiled and reached for the knob, but she stepped in my way. 

"Jerry Stop! 

"Now, you know if you tell me not to do something, that just makes me want to do it more" 


| grabbed her firmly by her shoulders and moved her out of the way. That's when Shilah got her hand in my 
hair, pulling. | clenched my eyes shut. "Ahhh, fuck!" 


"You can not go in there, Jerry. | mean it," she hissed through her teeth, pulling me by my hair back into her 


bedroom. 
"Okay, okay!" 


As she let go, | got my leg behind hers and tripped her to a seat on the floor, and stepped past her, out into 
the hall, and into the room. 


"Jerry! No!" 

It was a small room. It was a messy room. There was a table in the center with a sheet draped over 
something on it, and the walls were lined with varying levels of string that had papers dangling by clothes pins 
off them. 

"What is all this shit?" 


"Jerry," Shilah whined, "| don't want you in here." 


Of course | ignored her, and stepped towards the papers. They billowed up with the draft my movement 
brought with me. That's when | noticed thin-lined pencil sketches were on each one. 


"Jerry, please." 
| reached up and popped one free from the line, and | could see a rough image of myself staring back at me. 


"Hey, that's-" 


"Yes." Shilah snapped the paper out of my hands. "It's you. Big deal.’ 

| reached around her and grabbed the next one. 

"Jerry!" 

Another one of me, this time in profile. | studied it. "My nose isn't that big." 

"Yes it is," she retorted. "You should see yourself from the side." 

| chuckled. "You bitch." 

She laughed and followed behind me as | went from drawing to drawing. At first they were all of me, each a 
different angle, a different expression on my face. Some were just my head, and then as | went along they 
evolved into head and chest, and then some with a whole body connected to me. My tattoos were undetailed 
smudges on my arms and thighs. 

"Jesus Christ, did you do all these this morning?" 

"No. Some are from when | came back from Dallas. | even drew some while | was on the plane." 

| held up a nude. "Oh shit, | hope you didn't draw this one on the plane.” 

She started laughing. "No, | did that one this morning while you were still asleep." 

As | continued | noticed Chad's image join the mix. Actually, there really wasn't all that much of me in ratio to 
how much Chad-sketch there was. In fact, I'd say seventy-five percent of them were of Chad.that is, until | 
stumbled upon the ones of him and | together. 

"Oh, fuck, Shilah." 


"That's why | didn't want you in here," she whispered. "I didn't want to embarass you." 


‘I'm not embarassed" My voice was flat, being that | was occupied, studying the sketch in my hand. "I don't get 
embarassed." 


She stepped up behind me, wrapped her arms around my stomach and dropped her chin onto my shoulder. 


"Are you mad?" 
"No, but | don't particularly want anyone seeing these either." 


"Okay, well... 


Then it occured to me. "Has Chad seen them?" 
"Not the ones of you..yet.” 
| twisted to look at her. "What do you mean by ‘yet? 


"Well." Shilah's deep, onyx eyes reflected a glimmer of overhead light as she bit her lip. "He called this 


morning. wants to see me. He'll be here tomorrow’ 

"Oh! 

"| told him” 

My eyes widened as | turned to completely face her. "Told him what?" 
"That I'd seen you! 


"Seen me?" | chuckled as | took turns eyeing her and the sketch in my hand. "You've done a little more than 


just see me 
‘Well, | really didnt see the need to mention everything" 
"No, of course not, but you know he's figured it out" 
"Probably" 

| smirked. ‘Most definitely’ 


Shilah pushed a stray hair from her face and turned away. As | watched her cross the room, | noticed the 
table, and the sheet overlaying a figure. It looked like a table-top ghost. 


"So, what's this?" 

She looked at me over her shoulder. "Just something I'm working on" 

| held up the sketch. "Is that what these are for?" 

Reluctantly, Shilah nodded. 

| pinned the sketches back on their clothes line. Without looking at her, | ordered, "Show me." 


"It's not read-" 


"| don't care." Snorting, | approached the table. | poised my hands on my hips, cocking my leg out. "If it's of me, 
| have every right to see it" 


Shilah stood on the other side of the table, staring without so much as a blink of her lashes. She didn't move. 


‘lm serious, Shi." | poked my finger at the top of the sheeted ghost figure. "One push and it's on the floor. 
Bye-bye." 


She held her eyes shut and let a heavy sigh. "Okay." Then she delicately reached around and inched the sheet 
over the top. 


"Oh. Fuck" 

Yeah, it was of me. With Chad. Doesn't take too much imagination to figure out what position we were in. 
"You can't be serious." 

"Why not?" she asked. "What's wrong with it?" 

My eyes shifted off the statue to her. "H's not that there's anything wrong with it.really." 

"Then what?" 


"What could you possibly do with this, Shilah?" | motioned my hand towards it. "Its not like you can display it 


on your coffee table or some shit like that." 


She smiled broadly, eyeing me through strands of the jet hair that were hanging in front of her face. "Why 


not?" 
"That's me, Shilah, getting your big, whiny, ass-baby boyfriend's dick up my ass!" 
That's when she broke out into a loud, fully belly laugh. Her tiny frame shook, she was laughing so hard. 


Im serious!" | circled the statue, still not really believing anyone would want to capture something like that in 


clay. 
Through spits of laughter, Shilah replied, "It's definitely a conversation piece..of ass." 
"Yeah, yeah, real funny, Pocahontas. | don't see any sculptures of you taking Chad's cock up your tail pipe.” 


Still smiling, Shilah leaned around the table to take my hand. "C'mere." 


We walked out into the hall, and | began to wonder just what kind of woman this was-- someone who thought 
what she saw happen between me and Chad was so beautiful.and, well, maybe it was. 


"What's all that?" | asked as | watched her drop a sheet off something leaning against her wall. 
"Paintings." She turned to look at me and stuck her hand out. "C'mere, Jerry." 


As | stepped, my feet made tapping sounds over the lacquered hardwood floor. | wrapped my arms around my 
shoulders, now feeling the winter air seeping through the front windows. Fuck, it was cold in her place. Not 


having a stitch of clothes on didn't help. 

Shilah pulled out a canvas and turned it to face me. "See?" 

See. Yes, | did. And what | saw were slashes of crimson and blue, merging into purple. Two forms on top of 
rolling creases of shadowed bedsheets. Blonde curls. Raven waves. Arms. Legs. The curve of a breast. A hallow 
dent in the side of a hip as it pushed between a set of up-bent legs. 

See. Yeah. | saw it alright. And the sight of it warmed my blood. 

| dropped my arms. 


"That's..beautiful,” | whispered. 


There was a whisper in return, this one next to my ear. "Thank you." She wrapped her arms around my waist 


and leaned her head on my shoulder. "That's what | see when | see you and him." 
"What?" | asked. 

She looked up at me and smiled. "Love." 

"No, that's not what it is." 


"Then what is it?" 


"I don't know." | shook my head, stepping out of her arms. | cast my eyes to the floor. "I don't know what it is, 
but its not love." 


"Its not? Then you lied to him?" 
"| don't know. Maybe | did" 


"| don't think so. | think you're just scared." 


Our eyes met, and it felt like she stuck a knife into my chest and pulled my heart right out of it. | had to look 


away. 


"You are, aren't you?" She took my hand and laced her fingers with mine. "You're so scared to death to let 


anyone in, you don't know what to do but run" 

"No." 

"That's why you're always pulling people close and then pushing them away." 

"That's not what | do." 

Shilah stepped in front of me and peered up in my face, those damn, black, seeing eyes. "That's what last right 
was. A pull, a push, a pull. And now you're going to push me away because | know too much. I'm too close to 
the flame." 


| shook my head. "No." 


She moved even closer. And it's true, | wanted her away from me, but | resisted the urge to push her back. | 


felt a film of body heat and tension form in the thin line of air that seperated us. 

"What if | said | loved you, Jerry?" 

"Id say you don't know me. 

"What do | need to know?" She playfully widened her eyes, tilted her chin and blinked a couple of times. "You like 
to get fucked up the ass?" She shrugged her shoulders. “So? You like to fight and make up?" She shrugged her 
shoulders again "So? You killed your best friend" 

"Shut up." 

ls that it? Is that the tender spot?" 

| stepped back and looked away. Obviously her and Chad really didn't keep secrets. But. shit 


"Fuck off" 


"You have all this guilt inside, and you let it eat you up." She stepped closer and tried to take my hand again 
but | yanked it away. "You don't deserve to be loved, do you, Jerry?" 


"Maybe--|--just--DON'T, Shilah. | just can't love anyone, alright?" 


"Can't? Or won't allow yourself too?" 


| grabbed her by her shoulders and pushed her against the wall. | got my face in front of hers, gritting my 
teeth. "Just fucking STOP this psycho-babble-bullshit, Shilah." 


Her eyes widened, with fear, | guess, maybe pain. | had a good grip on her arms. When | realized | was hurting 
her, | let go and stepped back. 


"Its painful to look inside, isn't it, Jerry? Hurts so much you'd rather hurt everyone else instead" 

ae 

"But that's what you're doing. 

"| don't care" 

"Why dont you?" 

"Look, | didn't go after Chad. He came after me. He wanted all this. | didnt. If he got hurt, its his fault” 

"Then what about me?" Her face softened She looked like she was the sculpture that would breok if | just gave 
it a push. Fragile. Scared "I didn't go after you, Jerry. You came after me. You showed up on my doorstep with 
just the hint of an invitation | didn't even give you my address.or my phone number. Why me?" 


| closed my eyes and gulped down a swallow. "I don't know." 


"Because you know | accept.who you are." | heard her breath thicken and pick up pace, maybe an attempt to 


hold back tears. "Chad does too" 

"| can't be~" 

"Be what?" 

"What you want me to be" 

"What's that?" 

"Your boyfriend" 

"| dont need a boyfriend. Ive got a boyfriend! 
sates 


"Then what?" 


"| don't know." 

"What do you know, Jerry?" 

"| don't-fuck, stop it, Shilah!" 

"I know, Jerry. l'm supposed to be the nail in the Jerry/Chad coffin, then, aren't |? You were supposed to cinch 
the deal by coming here to fuck me, right? You needed to hurt Chad one last good time to make him go away 
forever? He scares you that bad, huh?" 

"Look, | don't need this shit." 

That's when she took three purposeful steps and slapped me right across the face. My head turned from the 
surprise and force of it, my hair making a spider web over my face. My cheek stung like itd been touched 
with a hot iron. 


"Is that what you need?" 


When | didn't answer, Shilah gently took my chin in her hand and brushed the hair from my eyes. We stared at 
each other, and | knew this was the girl who'd figured it all out..the bitch. 


She lightly kissed my cheek and then..slapped me..again 

| gritted my teeth. "You can stop that now." 

"Why? | was told you like to be hit" 

"Fuck you and your whiny, ass-baby boyfriend." 

"That's what you did, didn't you, Jerry? Fucked us both?" Then she swung her arm out and slapped me again 


"Fuck!" | pushed her away, causing her to stumble back on her feet. "Do you want to be hit? If you do, get in 


as much as you can right now, because once | hit you, it'll all be over, | guarantee it." 
"Oh, you're going to hit me, big guy?" she yelled. "You like hitting women?!" 

"Nol | don't!" 

"Do you want to hit me?!" 


"Nol | don't!" 


"What do you want, Jerry?!" 


"l--l-- Fuck it!" | stampeded into her and slammed her against the wall again. "I wanna fuck you, that's what | 


want!" 


And then | pushed my mouth on hers, shoving my tongue as far into her as | possibly could | felt her stiffen 
and gag for a second, and then she relaxed into me. That's when our arms entwined, our bodies, our mouths. | 


pulled the fly open on her cut-off shorts and began pushing them down, 


"Get these off. Get these fuckers off, right now," | hissed, still keeping my mouth on hers. | yanked on her tank 
top. "This too. I'll tear it clean the fuck off if it doesn't disappear." 


Shilah pushed me back to get the shirt over her head. Her shorts kicked off soon after. And then we smashed 


against each other again. 


"C'mon, give it to me," she whispered, scratching her nails down my back. "I can take it. Whatever you got, | 


can handle." 
"No, you cant" | bit her shoulder and laughed. “But.if you insist...” 


“the 


Solitude 
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~/J/~ 


It was just past six when | woke up again. Shilah's room was pitch black except for the light coming from the 


open doorway. It took me awhile to realize there was music playing. Acoustic music. 


Alice music. 


n" 


The voice. The voice l'd heard for nearly a third of my life. The voice that still felt like prickly spider legs 


walking over sensitive skin as it wafted in the air around you. A voice like no other..that will never sing again. 


| laid there in the dark, staring at nothing, the ceiling, what | thought was the ceiling, maybe it was the top of 


a cave. | pulled the sheets up around me. | felt so fucking cold. 
‘And yet | fight, and yet I fight, this battle all alone-" 


| did that. | left him alone. He made me. Made everyone. If I'd fought him harder... | don't know. Would he still be 


here? 


As | continued listening, | allowed the tears to well up. They rolled down the side of my face. Some of the tears 


made pools in my eyes, blurring what images there were in the near dark. 
‘ld feel better dead" 


| choked out a tearful whisper. "I hope you do, Layne. | hope you feel better. | hope you're at peace now, 
buddy." 


The set list played almost half way through before | found the will to get myself out of Shilah's bed. | slipped 
on my jeans and went into her living room. She was curled up on the couch in a blanket, her knees drawn up to 


her chest, drinking what smelled like tea 


"Hey, look what's on," she said nonchalantly, motioning to the television with her mug. The way she was talking, 
it might as well been "Bewitched" or "Adam 12", not one of the single most painfully filmed moments of my life. 


| continued looking at her, the couch, the window, the rug on the floor | almost burnt a hole in, anything not to 


look at the TV screen 

"Is this your band?" 

| nodded 

"Wow, you know, | think Ive heard some of these songs before.” 


| dug my hands into my pockets and watched my toes curl against the floor. The winter air wasn't helping the 
feeling of unease that was engulfing me. For some reason, my mind, my skin, | don't know, my being was 
recreating the feeling I'd had that day, the day we'd performed the Unplugged show. It hung on me like a coat 
of pin needles. Nothing like footage to help bring that rosy, happy feeling back. 


"The singer looks sick" She stopped to sip her tea. "He looks like he's got the flu." 
| pursed my lips, glaring at her. What the fuck? Did she not have any idea? 

"Oh my god," Shilah gasped. Again her mug motioned at the television. "This is..." 
"Yeah." 

‘I'm so sorry, Jerry. | didn't know." 


| sat down on the couch next to her. | leaned over to rest my head on the side of her hip, closing my eyes. | 
still couldn't bring myself to look at him, especially not like he looked that day. Shilah's hand softly brushed 
over my hair and forehead. Such comforting gestures, but | didn't feel comforted at all. | felt cold, frozen solid 


like an ice sculpture that had the appearance of me, but not me at all. 


Even without looking, my mind conjured the image of Layne that day. Thin, drawn, pasty skinned, hallowed eyes. 
| could still feel him in my arms, nothing but bones with a thin veneer of skin, sweaty, clammy, trembling. The 
feeling of trepidation versus elation We were all so happy to be performing live again, but scared to death 
that Layne wouldn't make it through the filming. | squeezed my eyes shut as ‘Would? played, remembering how 
we had to cut straight afterwards so Layne could go offstage to vomit. In my mind | could still hear the 
retching. He'd sung that hard. The look in his half-dead eyes as he told me how much he'd missed singing..loved 


it, even | guess it wasn't enough. 


"Why's it have to be this way? Be this way?" 


When ‘Frogs’ played, it was too much for me to bear. The waterworks kicked up, and | tried to get off the 
couch before Shilah could tell. 


"Jerry" She wrapped her arms around me and pulled me to her. "It's okay." Her head leaned against mine, her 
hand still stroking my face. "He's in a better place now. He's at peace." 


Somehow that didn't comfort me. Because all | really wanted was for him to be here, not in ‘some better 
place’. | wanted him by my side, where he belonged, where he should have always been, where he said he was 
happiest. 


"What was he like?" Shilah asked. 


"Like a little kid," | whispered through a tear-clogged throat. "Like that boy in the neighborhood that would do 
stupid magic tricks to make you smile. He's got the quarter in one hand, and you can see him pass it to the 
other one just before he pretends to retrieve it from your ear. He's so happy to do it for you, and you don't 


have the heart to tell him you know how he did it, because you wouldn't dare do anything to steal that smile 
off his face." 


"I've known people like that." 


"No, you haven't" | tried to shake my head, but Shilah was still holding me too tight. | needed her to. | was 
afraid I'd fall apart if she didn't. "There's never been anyone like Layne. And there never will. No one will shine 


as bright as he did. No one." 


She did finally loosen her grip. | guess she had to breathe, huh? When | got to where | could see her, there 
were tears running down her face, and that's when | became aware that they were still running down mine as 


well. 
"You must have loved him so much." 


| stared at her, blinking absently. | did love him, and | missed him more than anything or anyone before, 
including my mom. And that's when the real crying started. Not crying really, so much as sobbing. | couldn't 
even speak at that point. I'd tried so hard to keep it all inside, that it was like a tidal wave breaking free, raring 
up and drowning everything, swallowing anything in its path. | could do nothing but curl up into a ball, my head 
in Shilah's lap, barely cognizant of the fact she was gently rocking me back and forth. 


"Let it out," she whispered. Her hand made broad, heavy strokes over my back, the other holding tight to my 


arm as it wrapped around her waist. "I told you | can take it, Jerry. Let it out." 


Eventually | steadied myself, not much, but at least | stopped crying so hard. Then all | was aware of was the 
intense urge to get my shit and high tail it out of there. 


| better go." 


| got to my feet, Shilah still clutching my arm as | tried to stand. | couldn't look at her in the face now. At this 
rate I'd have to walk with my eyes shut to get out of her apartment without being swallowed up by 
embarrassment. 


"No, Jerry.” 


She followed me into her bedroom, first stopping to turn off the TV. | grabbed my shirt before she wrapped 


me in her arms again. 
"Don't leave. Please don't go. | want to help." 


"Jesus Christ," | muttered, pushing her away. "I swear you and Chad are the same person in two different 


packages." 


"You don't want to talk about it? We won't talk about it.” She tossed her hands like she had given up. "You can 


let it eat you up like cancer, Jerry, because it won't go away unless you do." 

"Talking doesn't solve anything. My parents are proof of that.” 

"What do you mean?" 

| turned to her, coughing to get the tears out of my voice. "My old man did a stint in Vietnam, watched a 
bunch of his buddies get blown up. This is my Vietnam, Shilah. Layne is my Vietnam. Talking never helped my 
dad. Talking's not going to help me." 


"So you just want to wear your hurt like a badge of honor instead?" 


My eyes flared with anger. "No! There's no honor in what | did! At least my dad had a good reason for what 
he went through. | don't have any reason at all but fear and selfishness!” 


“What does that mean?" she asked again 
"Nothing" 

‘No, Jerry, what's it mean?" 

"lt means Im an asshole, that's what it means. 


| stepped past Shilah to reach my boots, and that's when the crazy bitch up and yanked me by my hair and 
slapped my still-naked chest. 


"Fuckl! Shilahll" 


"No, you don't!" she screamed. "You are not running away this timell You won'tlll" 


We tussled, her still hitting me, me trying to get her hand out of my hair without losing too much of it. 
Without any better plan, | pushed her onto the bed, me falling on top of her. 


"Are you fucking crazy?" | asked, now getting her wrists pinned on either side of her head. "Are you fucking 


out of your mind?" 


She stared at me, her mouth agape. Tears still glittered her cheeks along with fresh ones spilling down the side 
of her face. She didn't have an answer. | didn’t really expect her to. 


After we quieted down, | asked, "What would it take to make you stop loving Chad? If seeing him fuck me 


doesn't, what would?" 

"| donvt.t dont know: 

"| mean, because, seeing your boyfriend fuck another guy, well, that's just the ticket for some, you know?" 
"What?" 

"Ht worked for me. 

She gulped down a swallow. "I dont know what you mean’ 

"Its probably better that way." | slid away from her and started off the bed 
"Does this have to do with Layne?" 

| stopped in my tracks and nodded 

"What happened?" 

"We'll just say that | needed to unload a girlfriend, and he was the guy for the job" 
"You. what? 


| turned to her. "He needed something. | needed something. | knew he would Layne'd do anything to help a friend, 
especially if it meant getting high afterwards." 


"He--2" 


"He thought there was more between us when it was through. It was just sex. Courtney freaked; exit stage 


left, and | got Layne in return. | was doing what | could to get out of--- Shit, she wanted to get married. | 


mean, | loved her..still do." | started laughing. "Can you imagine being married to someone like me?" 
Shilah was still wide-eyed, mouth dropped open. Finally she asked, "Why not?" 


| can't. Just one person, for the rest of my life? No." | shook my head. "Too much responsibility. Don't even 
get me started on kids." 


"You dont want a family?" 
"Ive been a part of one. That's okay, lI pass’ 

Shilah moved closer. "What happened, Jerry? Why do you want to live your life alone? Why solitude?" 
"Because when you got no one but yourself, no one can let you down" 

"What happened to you," she asked again Jesus Christ, she was Chad with a vagina, | swear to god 
She took hold of my hand, and | wanted to yank it away, but | was too tired to. 

"| don't want to let anyone down" 

"The only person you're letting down is yourself" 

| turned to look into her eyes. She reached over and brushed a tear off my cheek 

"You dont want to be alone. You wouldn't have come here if you did” 

"| don't. | just dont want to hurt anyone. | dont want to be hurt! 


Her hand slipped behind my neck, drawing me closer. Her lips dotted kisses over my cheeks to my ear. "It's 


okay, Jerry. That's life." 


| jumped when my cell phone made buzzing, vibration noises over the wood of Shilah's night stand. | wanted it 


to be Chad, but when | looked at the ID, it was my dad. | turned the power off and set it back down 
"Arent you going to answer it?" Shilah asked. 

"No." | thought about it and chuckled. "I probably should. I've been avoiding my dad's calls for weeks now." 
"Why are you doing that? He's probably worried to death." 


"That's the point." 


Again with the confused look. | probably looked like the biggest asshole to her, an insensitive creep, when deep 


inside my nerves were raw and over-charged with pain. 


"My dad took off when | was seven" | looked down to Shilah's hand coupled in mine. The nail beds were smooth 
and long, graceful. | imagined what they looked like working and bending clay, what they looked like touching 
Chad's skin. "Months would go by between phone calls. Often times | wondered if he'd just died or something. | 
used to worry about that a lot as a kid. While my mom and my brother and sister and | ate canned tomatoes 
for breakfast, lunch, and dinner, he was out doing whatever. | figure now that he has the capacity to worry 
about me, he can worry. He's due, you know?" 


"Then why do you make Chad worry about you? What's he done to deserve that?" 


| looked in her face, but only for a brief moment before the tears kicked up again. | hadn't realized how much | 
really missed him until that point. This time, knowing he was gone hurt. Everything about me was sensitive 
now, exposed, even the part of me that needed him so badly. | took deep breaths because | could smell just a 


hint of him hanging in Shilah's bedroom. It was probably a trick of my mind, but | wanted it anyway. 
"He deserves it because he loves me, | guess." 
"That he does." 


We laid down and went to sleep again, only | didn't fall asleep. | laid there in the darkness, still peering up at the 
blackness of an unseen ceiling. Thoughts of Chad raced through my mind, his smile, his smell that | still kept 
trying to capture in the air of Shilah's bedroom, the feel of his skin on mine, the way his eyelids would lower 
slightly when he'd lean in to whisper something to me, his smile. Fuck, if | didn't crave his touch at that 
moment, needed it, in fact. It could've been mine if I'd just hung out until morning, but the wolf in me told me 


my time here had passed. It was time to move on. 


As slowly as | could, | slipped my arm out from underneath Shilah, scooted my ass off her bed, put my 
clothes on, and left. 


“the 


Sunshine 
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Four weeks later, | was opening for Creed. You definitely can't go any further up the scale than that, can you? 
Perfect. | went from opening for Nickelback, which was a hearty boost to my self esteem already, to opening 
for Creed. Creed. And to top all that off, they thought they were too fucking good to talk to me. Never once, 
not one fucking time, did any of their snotty, faux-Christian asses say a god damned word to me. Maybe they 
thought I'd reach out and belt their asses for being nothing but a bunch of Pearl Jam rip-offs. Which, l'm 
trying hard not to laugh here, | probably would. 


With that in mind, on one of my days off, | bought a t-shirt at a mall in Jersey that said, "Creed: The New 
Diet Pearl Jam". With great pleasure | walked through their catering room wearing it, picked up a sandwich, 
grabbed a beer from their ice chest, and headed out the other door. Still no one said a word to me. Not like | 
wanted to be friends with any of their sorry, lame asses anyway, but they didn't even bother to tell me to 
fuck off. What the hell? So being "Christian" means you just don't give a shit? Leave it in the hands of GOD 
they say. | got something they can leave in the hands of god, and it's ten inches long with a hole at the end of 
it. One word of caution: Don't get too close; it spits. 


So, as one might imagine, things were really looking up for me at this point. Making everything better was the 
fact that | had oodles and oodles of time to watch TV, and wouldn't you know, every time | turned the fucking 
thing on, the music channels were playing my old buddies, Nickelback. If it wasn't "Too Bad", it was "Never 
Again’. One day there was a Nickelback special on Much Music. A Nickelback Special, isn't that special? Then | 
was blessed to see quick glimpses of my former lover riding motor scooters, playing video games, wrestling 
Much Music correspondents, stripping his shirt off. Fuck, | got three words for you. Six pack abs. If that won't 
make you do some fucking sit ups, | don't know what will. | didn't recall them looking that etched when we were 
fucking, but | could be wrong. It wasn't so much his stomach I'd focused my attention on then, you know? I'm 


sure the part | had focused on was getting a work out these days as well. Which made me start to wonder... 


Man. Every ounce of me hoped he wasn't surfing the dirt road with anyone else. | liked to think | was special in 
Chad's life, a one in a million deal. There were times when | thought of him along those lines too, only it wasn't 
the physical aspect | was thinking of. Mine was more substantial..emotional.a little thorn buried deep, a memory 
of a once held rose. Ah fuck, that's cheesy, | know, but that's what it felt like. The pain of my loss was enough 
to keep me in line. | didn't go out looking for love anymore; well, | did, but it was twenty-four hour love, 
scratch that, | mean fifteen minute love, nothing that | wanted to exceed past that pre-set time limit. If 
anyone hinted at anything more than a one shot, | turned it down. | got a hand for that. Me and rosy palm 


were becoming pretty good friends, if you know what | mean. Like my life could suck any worse as it was. Now 


| was a chronic masturbator. 

"Jerr, we're heading up to Starbuck's for a cup a joe. Wanna come along?" 

As much as | liked Bordin, he wasn't the most happening guy to hang with. You can only talk about physics and 
organic farming for so long. "No, that's okay. I'm going to go up to the room and catch some sleep." Which was 


really just a euphemism for ‘ld rather oil up rosy palm and jerk off. 


"Okay." He nodded his huge, dred-wrapped head and walked off. | could hear the snap of his Berkenstocks 
slapping against his feet with each step. They faded out as he walked to the hotel doors and down the side 


walk 

"You alright?" 

| turned my head to the left, finding Rob. "Yeah, man, Im fine" 

"Sure have been a good boy lately," he said, lifting a thick arched brow at me. "You sure you're not sick?" 


| shook my head and waved him off. "Nah, Rob, just taking it easy. The party animal will awaken when the time 
is right, don't worry." 


"Okay, but with two months of early evenings, I'm already worried” 


| swung my arm over his shoulder as we carried our bags to the hotel's elevators. "Well, you know | need all 


the energy | can muster for these shows. | mean, the Creed fans love me." 
"Doesn't everyone?" Rob smiled. 
"I know, that's what | keep saying. How can they not, right?" 


Rob snorted a laugh as we walked into the elevators. When we got to my floor, the doors pulled back and 
surprise, surprise, Chad was leaning against the opposite wall. His skin was tanned, which always sort of freaked 
me out to see in the winter, maybe because it smacks of money and vacations in the Bahamas. Obviously 


there's no place in the States one can get roasted up like that at this time of year. 


"Hey," he said, shifting his eyes quickly to Rob and then back to me. "I've heard through the grapevine you've 
been laying low lately.” 


| turned to Rob, who knocked my arm with his fist and started walking down to the other end of the hall. When 
my eyes settled back on Chad he was getting straight up on his feet, shifting to put his hands in his jacket 
pockets. 


"A little, | guess." | headed towards my room, hoping he'd follow. Hearing the soft pad of his carpeted steps 
behind me, | knew that he was. 


"Not keeping much company either, from what | hear." 

"You got spies in my entourage or what? Who's telling you this stuff, Chad?" 
"No one who can't be bribed with a bottle of Crown" 

"Charlie." | smiled. "Remind me to fire him." 


There was silence for a moment as | maneuvered my key into the lock. | jiggled the door open and stepped 


through. 

"Is it okay for me to be here?" Chad asked before | could set my luggage down "I don't want to-" 

"No, it's fine. In fact, I'm glad you're here." 

"Really?" He let a relieved sigh and smiled. "Good, then I'm glad | came." 

| held my arms out, waving him towards me. "C'mere, man" 

When he finally got to me, | pulled him close and took in that deep breath I'd been waiting three months for. 
The smell of him drew into me, energizing and electrifying all my cells. | noticed now there was some cologne 
mixed in with it. | wondered if he did that for me, and found it funny if he did. It was the natural smell of him 
that made me hot. Not that it mattered, thirty seconds in his presence, and the monster in my drawers was 
already knocking, asking to be let out. 


‘I've missed you," | was surprised to hear myself say. "l... Shit." 


Chad lowered his grip on me. When he leaned back, | noticed his lips lightly smack, and all | kept thinking about 


was what it would take to get them on me. 
"Shilah sends her love." 


| smiled and looked around the room. | was sure taking a line of dialogue in that direction wasn't going to get 


me closer to him. | nodded and took my jacket off. | threw it to a chair and pushed my hands through my hair. 


Chad continued, "She's got a show coming up, in LA, a private one. | thought you might want to go, seeing how 


you were the inspiration for it.” 


| hooked my thumb to my chest, my eyes wide. "Me?" 


"Yeah." 


"Ahhhh." | turned away to grab my cigarettes. "I'm sure lm not most of it. Last | saw, her work had large 


portions of Chadly here and there." 


Chad chuckled. "Yeah, but apparently the two of you had some heavy discussions while you visited. She said 
she couldn't stop thinking about it" 


Visited. That's what he called it. | wondered if this visit he was paying me now would be like those two days | 
spent with her. If it was, I'd have to send someone out for KY because between me and rosy palm, | was fresh 
out. 

"She's worried about you." 

My eyes found him and | could see Shilah wasn't the only one worried about me. One thing about Chad, you 
always knew what was going on inside his head. It seeped out through those large, ocean water eyes and spilled 
everywhere so there was no doubt. His Adam's apple bobbed when he gulped down a swallow. 

"So, Shilah's worried" | tapped the fire end of my cigarette against the pack before putting the butt to my lips. 


"Me. l'm worried about you too." 


"Are you now?" | curled my head toward my lighter, igniting my cigarette and then removing it to blow out a 


stream of smoke. "ls that why you're here? You're checking up on me?" 
"Ummm." He looked away and nervously laughed. "That and other things, | guess.’ 


| stepped closer, leaning in front of him to get to the ash tray on the night stand. My hip brushed him and it 


set off a fire where we made contact. "I think l'm more interested in these other things, Chad." 

That's when his hand rested on my hip. | straightened my posture to look into his eyes. Reaching back, | 
covered his hand with mine and pushed it, sliding to my ass, further between my legs, back up to my ass. My 
fingers curled with his, making them grab my flesh. All | wanted at that moment was for him to take me, my 
ass, my mouth, anything, just take it. 


Slowly | leaned towards him and placed my lips at the line between his jaw and ear. A quiet sigh escaped his 
throat right before | heard him swallow again. 


| want you," | whispered. "Fuck, | just... God" 
"I'm here, man." 


"Tell me you're staying for a couple of days." 


"| wish | could-" 
"No, don't say that” 


Chad stepped back and that smile, my god you would have thought it was a ray of sunshine warming me. "You 


really have missed me." 

| nodded, "Yeah." 

| thought you didn't.wanna get that close." 

"| guess it's like you said, somethings you just can't help." 

He smiled again, broader this time, so broad he covered his eyes like a bashful child and started laughing. 
"Hey, what's so funny?" 

"Nothing, | just.. | can hear it in your voice, Jerry, and it makes me happy. 

"Then we're both happy now." 

"Ah man" He poised his hands on his hips and pivoted his head towards the floor. "Don't do this to me now." 
"What do you mean?" 

"Dude, | got a plane | gotta meet in like, fuck, an hour." 

"Nol Shit, man, why did you even bother comin’-" 

"Because | had to see you." 

"Arrggh!" | slapped my forehead. "You don't know how bad it is for me here, Chad. | hate this. Fucking Creed, 
nothing but fucking..they don't even talk to me. Seeing you..." | sucked in a breath and | swear to god | thought | 


was going to fucking cry. "Reminds me of how good | could feel” 


He stepped towards me, slowly, gently drawing my hand into his. His face came towards me, his eyes softened 
and warm. "It's me?" 


"Yeah." | hesitated for a moment, and then let it come out in a whisper. "l. love you." 


That's when his arm looped my neck, and his face buried into my hair. "Don't say that when | gotta leave. Don't 


fucking make me miss my plane." 


| smiled, still whispering, "Miss your plane, Chad. Miss it. Stay with me." 
"| can't." 
"Pluh-" Shit, my voice cracked. | was gonna be a fucking pussy and cry now? "Please, | need you." 


He leaned back, concern now darkening his eyes. "I gotta be in Germany. | can't miss this flight, otherwise I'll, 
shit, you know | would if | could” 


God, how many times had | lived this scene with Courtney, only the roles were reversed? How many times had 


she needed me and | blazed out of town, happy not to be brought down by the emotional weight? 


Chad's hand cupped the back of my head, forcing me to stare him eye to eye. "You know that, don't you? Wild 


horses couldn't drag me away. You know that." 

| bit my lip and nodded, 

That's when his cell phone rang. He turned, retrieving it from his pocket and then bringing it to his ear. "I know. 
l'm heading out right now... | know, | know. Just give me five minutes." Chad stuck the phone back in his pocket 
and looked at me. "They're waiting downstairs." 

Gulping down a swallow, blinking back tears, | nodded. 

"When's your next break?" 

My voice came out quiet. "I don't know..in a couple of days, | guess." 

"Fly out and see me." His eyes got wide and hopeful. "As soon as you're off, come to Europe." 

"| don't know-" 

"Yes. I'm begging you, Jerr, as soon as you possibly can" 

"lll try." 


"If it takes a hundred fucking cases of Crown, your boy Charlie." Chad smiled, cupping his hand to my neck He 


made a fist in my hair. "He'll make sure.” 
"You better go." 


Chad cupped my face in his hands and brought his mouth to mine, only he didn't kiss me. His lips hovered, 
smiling. "Say it again, Jerr. | gotta hear it" 


"l." | hesitated, now feeling like maybe it was a mistake | ever said it in the first place. 
"Please. One more time,” he whispered, "before | have to go..something to hold on to..." 


"| love you." 


Then he smashed his mouth on mine, shoving his tongue inside. | felt the contact break as he smiled again. "I 


love you too, Jerry.” 


Then | watched him back away, walking backwards, smiling that sunshine smile of his. As he turned to open the 


door, | swear | felt the cold come back. When it fell shut behind him, | shivered. 


Sunshine was gone. 


“tbe” 


Satisfy 
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Airports. | hate airports. No matter where you go, they pretty much all look the same. No matter how many 
times you walk through one, you always feel anxious when you do, maybe because you're very consciously 
placing your life in the hands of fate each time you board a plane. | wasn't even in this airport to catch a 
flight, and yet | still felt nervous. It'd taken me seven calls of near constant begging to get Jerry to finally 
agree to fly out. It'd been almost three weeks since the last time we'd been in each other's presence. | was a 
bundle of nerves with the aching need and anticipation | felt. Fuck, | was shaking. Those words he'd said..so 


much promise.so much fulfilled.so much fucking waiting. 


| released a deep breath, crouched over, my elbows digging into my knees. | had my eyes on a spot of carpet 
in front of my chair where someone had dropped their spent chewing gum. It had probably been pink once, but 


now it was just a flat gray circle. 
~Now arriving, flight six-eighty-four from Los Angeles/LAX.~ 


| lifted my head to watch travelers exiting the breeze way. They always sort of trickle out slowly first, the 
trail gradually speeding up and thickening as it moves along. | got to my feet to get a better look, to get maybe 
just a few inches closer to where | wanted to be, my heart pounding as | leaned to the left, leaned to the right 
to see around the blurred, unimportant faces of strangers that passed me. Raising up on my tip toes, | caught 
a glimpse of gold, not hair, but the pale weave of a faded straw cowboy hat. Black. Sunglasses. Blue. A denim 
jacket, denim shirt, jeans. | couldn't help but smile. He was here. Finally. | could rest easy. I'd been worried that 


he might have found a reason not to come, to lock himself away from me once more. Honest to god, | really 
didn't know if | could've handled that again. 

"Hey." 

He was snapping his jaws on a piece of chewing gum. | noticed a tangy smell and realized it was probably 
nicotine gum. He shuffled his feet nervously, his head turning each way. His face was completely stolid, the 
dark lenses of his glasses adding to that effect. | hated that | couldn't see his eyes. 


"Need a cigarette, Jerr?" 


"God..fucking... Yeah." 


We went to the baggage claim, Jerry walking ahead to the outside doors while | waited for his suitcase. Luckily 
the walls were floor to ceiling glass and | was able to keep my sights on him. He paced back and forth on the 
sidewalk until he got his pack of Marlboro's fished from his jacket pocket. A breeze kicked up, blowing his hair 
back as he lit his cigarette. He took a deep inhale and you could practically see the nicotine wash through his 
body, easing, relaxing him. After the second puff he turned to me, smoke seeping through his lips, and that's 
when he flashed me the broadest smile. 


There are few moments in life that flood you with pure happiness, maybe Christmas morning, or a birthday 
party as a kid where you'd open that one present you'd been wishing all year for. This moment felt like that. 
Hell, this was twenty-seven years' worth of letters to Santa, right here. | smiled back at him, a smile so hard 
that it hurt my cheeks. It was written all over me. | was surprised | didn't light up like a flashing, neon sign. "He 
loves me."~blink~"He loves me."~blink~"He's mine"~blink~"He's mine." 


We didn't talk as we climbed into the cab together. There wasn't any need to. We were holding a silent 
conversation between ourselves with smiles and exchanged glances. After the taxi lurched away from the 
sidewalk, | placed my hand on his knee, and he placed his on top of mine. Our fingers interweaved and curled 
into my palm, shaking with the pressure of the squeeze. Somebody could have shot me at that moment, and | 
would have died a happy man Of course, | got even happier as his hand drew mine up his thigh and into the 
moist heat of his crotch. He was hard.like a fucking rock. It took everything | had at that moment not to rip 
his jeans off and turn him onto his stomach in that back seat. One part of my brain kept mentioning that we 
were in Europe and Europeans didn't have the same tight assed opinion on homosexuality that they did in 
America. The other part kept insisting that due to ‘Silver Side Up’, | could be recognized anywhere, and all it 
would take is one mouth to send me and Jerry into the tabloids. German or not, someone would take notice. We 
weren't just two random guys fucking, you know? We could wait out the ten minutes in the cab. | mean, I'd 


waited three weeks to get to this point. Ten more minutes..six hundred more seconds weren't going to kill me... 
Or would they? 

"You better not be out of lube," he whispered, leaning into my ear. 

"Nope" | gulped down a knot in my throat. “Trust me, | thought ahead this time” 

"More than one tube, | hope” 

"Buckets, Jerry, Ive got buckets of it" 


"Good, because we're going to need it." 


| laughed, and then leaned the top side of my head against the window. My eyes slid to catch him in a oblique 


glance. 
That's when he asked, "You haven't been with anyone else, have you?" 


My eyes widened | straightened up in my seat. "What?" 


"Not girls," he said. "| know you've been with girls. | don't care about that. | mean-" 

"No, Jerry. No..just.don't even think that." 

He turned his face to me and that stolid look had dropped down his face like a heavy black curtain. Quickly, he 
shifted his eyes away. | thought to ask him the same thing, but | knew | didn't want to know the answer. What 
| didn't know wouldn't hurt me, right? 

"I told you how | feel, Jerry." 

His eyes snapped back to mine. "Still?" 

"Yeah..even more." 

He smiled "Then why the fuck didn't you pick me up in a fucking limo, man? You're Mr Fucking Money Bags." 
My brows knitted. "What? | thought you didn't care for shit like that.” 

He leaned closer, licking his lips. "They have those privacy screens. The driver can't see what's going on in the 
backseat. You must not have missed me as much as | thought, otherwise we could have been tearing it up 


right now." 


| started shaking from a silent laugh. | bit my lip. Jerry placed his hand on my crotch, squeezing my dick 
through my jeans. 


| want this," he whispered. "I want to suck it until it squirts against the back of my throat" 

My breath was getting labored, so it was hard to keep my voice down. "Now, that | won't have any problem 
arranging.’ Jerry's hand kept rubbing back and forth, back and forth. | gulped down a lump of saliva. "Unless 
you keep doing that." 

Jerry leaned away and reached for another cigarette. He elbowed me in the side as he dug in his jacket. 

| composed myself and asked, "How's the Creed tour going?" 

He turned to look at me and the expression on his face said it all. 

"That bad, huh?" 


"The only good thing about it is that its over." 


"Already? | thought you were going to be in there through spring?" 


Jerry lit his cigarette and cracked the window next to him for the smoke to whiff out. | couldn't see his face 
with it Turned away from me, and he didn't answer. 


"Jerr?" 
"Roadrunner pulled me. They shut me down" 
"Why?" 


"Me no sellum records." Jerry laughed, his face still turned away from me. "Now there's an Injun name for me, 


"He No Sellum Record". 
"Man, | am so fucking sorry-" 


"Don't be." He smiled, turning to me. "We're here together now. | don't want to think about all that. | just want 
to get you alone and fuck until neither one of us can walk." 


"Sounds like a good plan to me." 


When we got to the hotel, Jerry and | rushed past the doorman, through the lobby. | couldn't understand why, 


but the whole time Jerry was a few steps behind me. 

"Hey man, c'mon," | said to him, looking over my shoulder. "What are you doing back there?" 

He smiled. "Nothing. Just keep going. You won't lose me.not when | got that to look at” 

| could feel his breath on the cuff of my ear as we waited for the elevator. It opened and we went inside. As 
soon as the doors pulled closed | heard Jerry's suitcase drop, and before | knew it | was being pushed into the 


corner of the car, two hands squeezing my ass, Jerry's tongue pushed down my throat. When he pulled back 
to get some air, he said, "You are so fucking mean, you know that?" 


"What? Why?" 

"Wagging that ass, so cruel ‘cause you ain't never gonna let me have it 

"Ah fuck." | knew he wasn't going to let us get away without bringing that up. 
"You swish like a fucking girl, you know that?" 


My brow furrowed. "No, | don't” 


"Oh, yeah, you do." 

The elevator pinged and Jerry turned, grabbed his suitcase, and started down the hall. | stifled a laugh, walking 
behind him, watching him try to imitate my gait. There was no way in hell | shook my ass like that. He looked 
like a fucking queen. 

Swish-swish-swish 

"That's not how | walk" 

"The hell you don't." 

Swish-swish-swish. 


‘Jerry, stop, you're making me pop a boner.” 


That's when he swung around to walk backwards, holding the front tails of his denim shirt up to his tummy 
with one hand. "See what you did to me?" 


| started laughing. The outline of his dick was very visible, swollen, trying to fit down into his pant leg. 
"Oh god, | need to fuck something besides the palm of my hand." 

| stopped at my room, but Jerry kept walking. 

"Hey Woody, it's over here." 


We got inside and | couldn't set my keys on the bureau before there was the thump of Jerry's dropped 


suitcase again, and he was jumping on my back. 
"Yeehaw!" 


| had to lean forward to keep from tipping back from his weight. He slapped my ass before he slid off me, and 
yeah, as his pelvis passed over my ass, | felt the hardness of his dick, and yeah, it did kinda feel good. 


Jerry rested his chin on my shoulder, his hands smoothing down the front of my stomach, cupping my dick 
through my jeans. | could feel him prodding me from behind and | thought, maybe..maybe.maybe.| could do it. 
If | could do it for anyone it would be him. 

| want you, Chad." 


| gulped down a swallow, squeezing my eyes shut. "Then have me." 


| lifted my arms for Jerry to pull my shirt off. He raked his teeth over my neck and shoulder, also along the 
scoop of flesh from here to there. His hands fumbled with my belt. As soon as the fly was open, his hands 
slipped inside, not bothering to take my jeans off yet. 

"What, you got fucking panties on?" 


"Shut up, man, they're not panties. Their briefs, maybe you've heard of them? You know, Fruit of the Loom? 


Haines? Calvin Klein?" 
He snorted. "Panties." 
"No. Dude, | don't need to feel any less masculine right now..especially with what you have in mind." 


Jerry patted my ass softly. "Aww, you ain't got nothin’ to worry about, Sweet Cheeks. You don't think I'm any 


less of a man, do ya?" 


No, | definitely didn't. And it surprised me. Why didn't the fact that Jerry liked getting fucked change my 
opinion of him? Shouldn't it? 


| noticed movement behind me, a shift of air, the sound of Jerry lowering to his knees. | tried to turn around 


but he stopped me. 
"Nope. You stay right where you are." 


| felt Jerry's nose skate over the lower part of my back, his hair tickling my skin, his teeth biting into my ass 
cheek through the thin film of cotton 


"You smell so good, Chad." 


| closed my eyes and did everything | could to relax. My heart was pounding in my ears. | felt like the room 
was filling with hot water and it was slowly engulfing me. Thick. Hot. Airless. | could barely breathe. 


Slowly my briefs peeled away. | felt them scrape down my legs as they came off. Two hands grabbed my 
waist, the thumbs massaging the small of my back A mouth: teeth, lips, tongue alternately trailed over my 
ass, my thighs, a tongue lapped at the back of one of my knees. It tickled me and my leg jolted away from it. 
Jerry didn't seem deterred. He grabbed my legs firmly and bit into me in the same spot, and it hurt. 

"Ow!" 


"Don't be a pussy, Chad. Let go." 


Truth was, | already had. Despite the fact that he fucked my girlfriend behind my back, sort of, | trusted him 


not to hurt me. | just hoped he was as gentle with my heart as he was with my ass. 

"Lay down," he whispered. 

"Where? How?" 

"Anyway you want. As long as you're not sitting | can do it" 

| crawled to the middle of the bed and got on my back to watch Jerry undress in front of me. He smiled, 
unbuttoning each button on his shirt. It slowly slid off his shoulders, down his arms, to the floor. As he began 
on his jeans, he asked, "Where's the slick, Slick?" 


| pointed at the bedside table. 


"Good thinking." Jerry opened the drawer and retrieved the small bottle. He tossed it at me. "Lube up your 


cock." 


My dick was half soft, | guess from fear. | poured a small puddle into my hand and began working myself with 
it. It didn't take long for my flesh to harden from the attention 


"Look at me," Jerry whispered. "I want your eyes on me while you touch yourself” He pushed his jeans past 
his hips, his cock bobbing up as it was released from its confines. His eyes were locked on me, and what | was 


doing. "Use more, Chad. Use a bunch." 


Before | could get the top of the bottle clicked back open, Jerry was on the bed, standing on his knees, doing it 


for me. 
"We need a lot" He slowly brought the bottle a few inches over my dick and squeezed a long, thick line out to 
land on the head of it. It rolled down the sides like too much syrup does on pancakes. | felt its coolness ooze 


over my balls, running down the crack of my ass. "There we go." Jerry smiled. "Now we're talkin." 


That's when he stretched out beside me, curling one of his legs over mine. | felt his hardness against my hip 
and it made me so happy. | made him do that. That was his reaction to me. He really thought | was sexy. 


"How does that feel?" he breathlessly asked, his nose pressing against the skin of my neck. | felt his words 


spray against me as moist heat. 
"You know it feels good." 


He was sliding his fist up and down my cock. | watched it, every so often the lamp light catching on the oil's 
slickness. It was beautiful to see his hand holding me. 


Jerry took his leg off mine and slid it under my thigh so I'd have to bend my knee up. His other hand slid 


underneath it and began massaging my balls. 
"When was the last time you came, Chad? And don't lie; jerking off counts." 


"Umm." It was hard to think with him doing all that stuff to me. All | could think was that | wanted him to 


make me come right now. 

"Chad." 

"Uh, about four days ago.. think" 
"Shilah?" 

"No 

"Groupie?" 

"No." 

| felt him shake and the air of a silent laugh against my shoulder. "So you played with it, huh?" 
"Yeah." 

"Tell me if you're going to come.” 
"Okay." 


| closed my eyes and tried to catch my breath. The pressure was building, like lava trying to push out of a 


volcano. 

"You're balls are getting tight-" 

"Jerr-" My eyes flashed open when he pinched my scrotum.hard! "Owl" 

He laughed softly, trailing kisses down my shoulder to my chest. His tongue circled my nipple before he began 
sucking. My body felt like | was washed with fever, every cell jumping full of electricity and all of it being 
sucked through that nipple. | imagined myself dissolving into a mist of red and orange steam. 

"Tell me if | push too hard." 

| tried to nod, but | felt Jerry's fingers slide into the blank space of skin between my balls and ass, and all | 


could concentrate on was that. He rubbed it and pressed, rubbed it and pressed. More waves of heat radiated 


through me, and | spread my legs wide so he could do more. 


"Ahhh, | see you like that," he whispered. "Trust me, it gets better." 

That's when | felt him touch me there. A knot formed in my stomach. The light brush of his finger against me 
tickled like when you touch your tongue to the tip of a Duracell battery. There was a feeling like | was opening 
for him. | saw it as a picture in my mind. | wanted it to be so. | wanted to give myself over to him. 

Then there was pressure. 

"Chad. l'm inside you." 

It couldn't have been deep because it didn't hurt, and it didn't feel too obtrusive, just enough to let me know it 
was there. Jerry's other hand was still pumping me, a current from my cock shooting to my ass, meeting 
another current there and merging. | could visualize the collision of voltage and a ball of light growing bigger, 
bigger, bigger. 

"Jerr-" 

"Give it a chance." 

"| think I'm gonna cu---" Pinch. "Ow!" 


‘| must be so fucking sadistic because | love doing that.” Then he laughed. 


My stomach was knotting up. My balls were feeling heavy and swollen. There was a sensation like | needed to 


urinate, but different. It felt.oh my god.good. “Jerry, | want... 
"Not yet" More pressure. It burned a little before | gave into it. “That's two. 

"Really?" | asked | turned my head to see him. 

He smiled. "Only three more and then you can handle me, no problem" 

"Oh fuck That's a whole hand, dude." 

He chuckled. "We got all night" 

Then | felt the fingers come out, and..ugh, | didn't like that feeling. "What are you doing?" 
Jerry twisted and got to his knees. He reached for the bottle and got off the bed. 


"Where are you going?" 


"Don't worry, baby, | ain't going nowhere." 

Oh shit, he was calling me baby now. Oh god. All this because of my ass? "Where'd that come from?" 
He looked up from toying with the bottle of lube to raise an eyebrow at me. "What?" 

"You just called me baby." 


Jerry smiled. "Fuck. | did, didn't |?" He started laughing. "You know you're in trouble now. That's the ‘I'm gonna 
fuck you'-sweet talk coming out." 


| felt a little panicky at that moment. Without the constant genital stimulation | had time to think. | could also 
see his fucking fire hose of a dick waving around as he walked to the foot of the bed. | swear it was fucking 
huge. 


"What's the sour look for?" he asked, scowling at me. "You look like you just bit into a lemon" 


| shook my head, wincing. It's not like | could back out now, could 1? "Hurry up, Jerry. I'm starting to get cold 


feet" 
He spread my legs and smoothed some more oil on me. His face was softened, inspecting me, a gentle smile 
gracing his lips. His fingers passed over me again.massaging..massaging. He brought his eyes to me. "You're 


little virgin ass.it's red" He chuckled. "If you didn't have all this oil on you I'd kiss it and make it better." 


| forced myself to relax by breathing deeply. When he slipped his fingers back inside | had to take a really, 
really deep one, but it still hurt. | squeezed my eyes shut. 


"That's three." 


"Oh fuck" | opened my eyes and saw Jerry standing in front of my spread legs, one hand resting on my 


abdomen, the other one disappearing from where my legs parted. 
"You doing okay, Sweet Cheeks?" 


Deep inhale. Deep exhale. There was still pain, not too bad, but more than | expected for just an extra finger. 


"That's not three, is it?" 
Jerry slowly shook his head. 
"Four?" | asked. 


Another slow shake of Jerry's head. 


My eyes widened "Oh my god, FIVE?!" 

Jerry smiled and once again shook his head. "No. It's me" 

| didn't think my eyes could widen anymore, but they did. *No. 

"Oh yeah 

ise 

Jerry laughed and wiggled his hips. Sure enough | felt it in my ass. 
"Oh my god" 


"Is it okay?" he asked, and what warmed me was the look of concern and doubt on his face. "| don't want to 


hurt you." 

Yes, it still hurt, but | replied, "It's fine." 

He lifted his eyebrows. "Are you sure? | mean, I'm probably rushing it" 
"No, it's okay." 


Jerry leaned down to press our chests together. | could feel the length of him slide into me. "Fuck, you feel so 


good, Chad." 

He pressed his forehead into the crook of my shoulder and began easing his hips back. | was surprised at the 
tingly sensation it sent up through me. | was still uncomfortable but there was another feeling replacing that, 
of shame..that | felt weak, vulnerable, and Jerry made me feel that way enough without having his cock inside 
me. It took everything | had not to cry out. 

In a low whisper, Jerry asked, "You're doing this because you love me, aren't you?" 

"I'd do anything for you, Jerry." 


"Does it feel good?" 


| hesitated to answer. Before | could think what to say, Jerry held himself up over me on his arms, staring me 


eye To eye. 
"If you don't like it, its all right 


Shit, | knew it wasn't really all right. How many times did he say he wanted to fuck me? If | told him to stop 


now it wasn't going to be good, and | sure as hell didn't want a replay of the night | laid him out cold. 

aff 

| couldn't ignore the look in Chad's eyes as | studied him. Hell, how could | when it practically fucking screamed 
at me? He didn't like my dick inside him, | knew that. He looked like he was being violated, scared, almost like he 
wanted to fucking puke. 

"It's okay, Chad. If you want, I'll stop." 

"No." 

"Goddamnit, Chad, your dick's not even hard anymore." 

His voice strained. "I'm sorry." 

"Just tell me the truth. Does it feel good to you?" 

He didn't answer, well, not audibly. His eyes blinked in quick succession before he cupped them with his hand. 


"Okay then, you gave it a try, that's all | can ask, right?" 


| started to pull out, but Chad reached for me with both hands on my hips, keeping me where | was. "Don't," 
he whispered. "Let me get used to it. I'll like it if you just give me some time." 


"Chad, you either like it or you don't.” 

He huffed a few breaths. "I want to do this for you." 

"That's funny, because | wanted to do this for you." | leaned down, sliding my arm underneath his, resting my 
elbow beneath his armpit. "| wanted to free you," | whispered in his ear. "| wanted to show you how good it 
feels when you're inside me. But it's not the same for you and it's okay." 

| brought my hand up to his cheek and turned his head to face me. We kissed, my tongue sliding between his 
lips. He sucked on it, drawing it deeper into his mouth, harder, harder, while | slowly slipped my cock out of 
him. | had to lift off him to get out completely, and he gritted his teeth. "Uuggghh." 

| walked to the nightstand beside the bed and got my cigarettes. "Yeah, that part sucks." 


"We got a couple of days, Jerr; we'll try it again later." He walked by me towards the bathroom. | couldn't help 
watch his ass swish as he went by. It didn't swish as much as it normally did, though, and it made me sad. 


‘Its okay." | held my cigarette out, trying to get a hair off my tongue with my ring finger and thumb, still 


watching him as he shut the bathroom door, leaving it open a crack | heard the whirling of a toilet paper roll 
"God, man, my ass fucking hurts” 

| chuckled. "It happens. You gave me a pretty bad case of road rash that first right. You're due" 

From behind the door, | could hear him. "But, shit, | didn't know any better, man, cut me some slack" 


"I just did. Do you know how hard it was for me to not fucking tear you up? Damn, Chad, it took everything | 
had to not pound your ass." 


"Oh nice," he said. "Blood. My ass is bleeding, Jerry." 
"Hey, like | said, it happens." 

"A-Shit." 

"And that too." 


| heard him laugh, and after a flush, he came back out. "No, not that. My ass is so slicked up | almost slipped 
off the toilet seat." 


"Oh yeah, you're still slicked up, huh?" | set my cigarette on the ash tray and went to him. As soon as my 
hand went to it, his cock began to harden. "You know, I'm not satisfied yet" 


Chad's eyes shifted, the lashes twitching as his pupils moved. | heard his breath go in and out of his mouth, 


smelled a long ago beer on it. "What do you want me to do?" He licked his lips. 
"You could start by laying back on the bed." 


He smiled broadly and took it as an order. That huge smile held the whole time he stepped backwards towards 
the bed, and still as he flopped down on it. 


"Looks like you cleaned it up." | grabbed the corner of a bed sheet and rubbed it over his cock just to make 
sure there wasn't any lube on it. | hated the taste of lube. 


| got to my knees, kneeling between his. "Jerr-huh" his breath huffed as | took him in my mouth. "Oh god" 
a A 


Somehow at that moment, | forgot about my ass and the residual stinging, throbbing sensation there. All | 
could think of now was Jerry's tongue and the wicked things it was doing to me. 


"Oh shit." 


| titted my head up to look at him, his pale blonde head bobbing up and down over my lap. Every so often he'd 
pivot to watch me, our eyes locked, his tongue lapping around the head of my dick. 


"Enough of this," he said, moving away from me to get the lube from the nightstand. He shook the bottle, 
squirt some on his hand and coated me with it. Every pull of his fist over my cock made as slicking sound. The 
touch was feathery and light, cool when the skin he'd had in his hand met with the cold hotel air. | bit my lip, 
waiting, hoping he was doing this for the reason | thought he was doing it. 


"You wanna lay down?" | asked him. 


"Nope." Then he bound up onto the bed, straddling me. As | reached my arms out for him, he grabbed them 
and pushed them flat down on either side of me. "Just lay there. You'll like what I'm going to do." 


| knew he was right when he curled his arm behind his back to guide my dick inside him. | watched with 
amazement as he easily slid onto me. How did he do that? In mere seconds | was full inside him and he didn't 
so much as flinch. No, in fact he kept his eyes on mine the whole time. He smiled as he lifted up on and down, 


up and down, keeping my arms pressed out flat to the side. 
| want to Touch you," | whined, straining under his pinning hands. "Jerry, let me." 
"No." 


His hips ground back and forth, pushing me deeper into him, pulling up, then deeper again. | watched his dick, 
bone straight, thrusting out towards me, twitching every so often With each one | felt a little clench over my 
cock, a little jolt shooting up through me. When | wanted it faster, he slowed down. When | wanted it slower, he 
sped up. My arms ached where his hands gripped them, all the way up to the shoulders where they longed to 
spring out and grab him, make him do what | wanted, how | wanted it. 


"Please, Jerr." 

"No" He smiled a dopey, lazy smile, his eyes half lidded. "Shut up." 

Huffs filled the silence of the room, mine and his. Our bodies were radiating heat, and | began to sweat. | 
noticed little beads of it on Jerry's forehead. The hair surrounding his face was darkening and sticking to him. 
He pressed his lips together, humming, before his jaw dropped open and a melodic sigh escaped from 
somewhere deep within him. The rest of his hair was hanging over his face, billowing out from his breaths, 
swaying a little as he rocked on top of me. 


"Fuck, Chad, | wish | could fuck you and make you feel like this. God" 


He leaned down and nipped his teeth at my chest, pinching some skin between them. Then his tongue slid, flat 


and long, up to my neck. He still had my arms pinned to my side and | wanted so bad to get my hands on him, 
clenched in his hair, squeezing the muscles of his thighs as they flexed and relaxed from his thrusting, to his 


ass so | could feel where my skin knifed into him. 
"Please." 


"No." He sat up, his eyes burning into mine. His thrusts quickened and his eyes opened wide before squeezing 


tightly shut. "Oh, god, Chad. Oh fucking god." 


His chin tilted down and | followed to where he was looking. That's when | felt the pulsing, the bips on my cock, 
and then spurts of pearlescent liquid shot onto my chest, most of it on my stomach, but some went so far as 
to hit my chin. He sputtered, choking a bit, and | felt his muscles relax around me. He laid down on me like he 

was slowly deflating, becoming limp, covering me with his damp, musky skin. His hands came off my arms and | 


wrapped them around him. 
"Was that good, Jerry?" 
His back rose and sunk under my hold with each intake and exhale of breath. After a moment he huffed, "Yes." 


“the~ 
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It was around two o'clock in the morning when Chad fell asleep. | laid there awhile, hoping I'd do the same, but | 
couldn't. | just kept my eyes on the ceiling, listening to Chad's light snoring beside me, wishing the night had 
gone differently. It didn't bother me so much that Chad didn't like being with me that way, not really anyways. 
| just wished he trusted me, and | didn't get that feeling from him. That he loved me, yes. But trust? No. | 
don't know why | was surprised by this. What had | ever done to deserve his trust? All I'd done was 
purposefully sabotage it. 


The urge for a cigarette was what got me out of bed, that and fresh air. Now that's a dichotomy, isn't it? | 
needed to be in fresh air to pollute my lungs? Fucking stupid. 


| pushed open one of the French doors that led out to the hotel room's balcony, the early morning breeze 
kicking up and billowing out the curtains behind me. Before | lit my cigarette | smelled the damp meadow grass, 
felt water molecules sifting through the air and lighting on my skin. After | had some nicotine in me, | relaxed 
a little. Leaning against the railing, | had one arm wrapped around my rib cage, the other steadily lowering and 


lifting to get the cigarette to my lips. 


This was getting serious. | knew this now. | actually cared that Chad didn't trust me. | actually wanted to be 


someone he turned to, that he was someone | could turn to. It'd been a long time since | had someone like that. 
And that person was gore. Irrevocably, irreplaceably gone. 


| began flipping the scrap book pages in my mind, the hazy, worn at the corner pages, filled with black and 


white snapshot memories from long ago. 
"You first." 


It had been in a hotel, nowhere close to the luxury of the one | was currently at. It was a cheap hotel in 
Florida, third floor | think, overlooking a pool. The pool itself was nothing spectacular either, just a bland oval 
shape of glittering blue water, so heavy with chlorine your eyes burned just being near it. 


"Fuck that, you go first" 


We were standing on the balcony of our hotel room, Layne and |, both wearing surfer shorts, water stil 
coming off the threads of our hair and trailing down our bodies to puddles at our feet. We weren't high, drunk 
possibly, all | know is we felt good. We were on tour, our first, and we were happy. It had come during a day of 
swimming that Sean had dared us to jump into the pool from our hotel room's balcony, and neither Layne, nor 
| at that point, could turn down a dare. 


"IFs just like jumping off a cliff, man. If we stay in the center, we'll be all right" 

Despite my affirmation, | wasn't moving. | was lined up, my toes curling against the balcony's top, rough 2 X 4 
wooden rail, my hands up over my head, clutching the next floor's overhang. | felt Layne's grip on my outer 
thighs, his fingers shriveled and pruny from being in the water too long. They were right under the hem of 
my shorts legs, burrowing a little underneath the fabric. 

"Go on" The he burst into a mad cackle. "Go on, tough guy." 

| turned to look at him from underneath my up stretched arm. He was smiling broadly, all his wet clumps of 
hair poked behind his ear, except for a few strands that hung in front of his face. The bridge of his nose was 
red along with the tops of his cheekbones. We were getting more than our share of southern sunshine. Hey, 
living in Seattle practically made it a novelty. 


"What are you waitin’ for? Jump!" Layne slapped my ass. "Jump, man!" 


If | do this, you better do it too. You're not going to puss out on me, are you?" He didn't say anything, only 
smiling in return. "You better not, Layne." 


Scrunching his face up, he said, "| won't. What kind of asshole do you think | am?" 
"I know exactly what kind of asshole you are." 


Then he pushed me and | went sailing, falling into the pool. As | came down, Sean nailed me in the head with a 


volleyball. | could feel the sting on the side of my face. 


"All right, your turn!" | called up, treading water in the deep end. | could see him, his head anyway, as he 


peaked over the railing. "You pussy, you better get down here, now!" 


| saw Starr go up behind him and prod him a little. After that, Layne climbed up onto the railing, appearing as 
a large golden peach X from where | was in the pool. 


"Whadya gonna do for me, Jerry? If | do this?" He pointed to a spot on the balcony and some girl retrieved a 
cigarette for him. He brought it to his lips, the one arm still holding on to the overhang above him. "Huh?" 


"Why do | have to do anything? | did the dare! Now its your turn!" | watched as he then started drinking off a 
can of beer. When it was empty, he shook it, making sure he'd gotten every drop. | knew why he was doing 


this, to piss me off. "Fuck!! C'mon, Laynell” 

Then he pinched his nose and jumped, narrowly missing me in the process. As the confusion of being shoved 
around by a bunch of water eased away, | pushed him. "You fucker!" And then we both started laughing. We 
were like that, you see, bitching and complaining, and then in a split second, laughing and pulling pranks the next. 
We were like a family, only better. We never abandoned each other, always looked out for one another. It was 
always that way, only going to shit towards the end. 

"Hey, | got a dare," some chick said. She was riding on Sean's shoulders, both of their forms bobbing in the 
water. She'd taken her bathing suit top off and her tits where bouncing with each movement Sean made. She 
wasn't hot, kind of old, but she wasn't bad either. 

"What?" | asked. 

"| dare you to kiss him." 

"Kiss who?" 

She pointed at Layne, who was busy climbing my back in the same fashion she'd climbed Sean's. 

"No." 

"Why not?" Surprisingly it was Layne who'd said that. "Just another pair of lips. What's the big deal?" 

Topless Girl chimed back in, "No. Tongue kiss him. | dare you to stick your tongue in his mouth." 

Sean chuckled and Topless Girl's boobs jiggled some more. 

"Okay," Layne said. "Let's do it." 

"What?" 

"Oh, c'mon, Jerr, like l'd be the first guy you ever tongue kissed..or anything else for that matter." 

My eyes bugged out. I'd told Layne about the incident while | was living in Dallas, how this guy in one of the 
local bands had cornered me and given me a blow job, but he knew | didn't want anyone knowing about that, 
that it was our secret. | didn't want him spilling my skeletons while we were getting fucked up at the pool, 
especially in front of people we didn't know. Made me glad | didn't tell him the whole story about Dallas, the 
fact the guy'd done a lot more than just suck my dick. 

"Fuck off, Layne." | let myself fall backwards into the water, knowing I'd put Layne under. He had a hold of me 


around the neck, and it was choking me. "Grrryyyaahhh" | strained, lifting up, Layne still clutched onto my back 
like a baby monkey. | heard him choke and spit before laughing again. 


"00000, sensitive topic, Jerr?" 
"Fuck off, man. You act like you wanna kiss me." 


| moved away from him then, letting myself glide around in the water. | kept my whole body submerged up to 


my nose. The sun was going down and it was starting to get cold. Being under the water kept me warm. 


‘I've got some grade A hashish in my car," Topless Girl said later after we were the only ones left. "Ill share 


it if you guys kiss." 
Layne puckered his lips at me and started laughing. "I know someone who loves hashish.’ 


Me. | did. Then | started to wonder why | was making such a big deal. I'd done worse dares. Hell, when | was 
fifteen | picked up a piece of dog shit with my bare hands. Kissing Layne couldn't be any worse than that. In 
fact, | figured itd be a lot better. It was just | didn't want to do it in front of everyone. 


"C'mon, Jerr." Layne rushed up to me in the water, his eyes bulging, making a monkey face. His voice came out 


in a high falsetto. "What's a little kiss for hashish, huh?" 


"Did you brush your teeth this week?" | asked, eliciting a few chuckles from Sean and Topless Girl. Luckily most 
everyone else was up in our room getting stoned. Those who'd stayed at the pool were sharing their own joint 
over by the canopied patio tables. They probably couldn't even hear us because they had a boom box playing 
loudly, Public Enemy, | think. 


‘Mmmmmm-maybe. | can't remember." Layne pushed his thumb nail against his bottom front teeth. "Must 
have. | only got a little plague." 


"Great" | sighed. “All right, I'll do it, but | gotta see the hashish first." 


The topless Girl got out of the pool and made her way to the parking lot through the metal gate. It screeched 
and slammed as she went through. As we hung on the side of the pool watching her, Sean said, "You guys are 
fucked up, kissing each other." He turned to me, both of us holding onto the pool's rim by our folded arms. "Oh 
well, at least l'm gonna get high, and | don't have to act like a fag to do it" 


"Ah man, fag? | hate that word." 


"The truth hurts, don't it, Jerry? Ya fag!" | slid my eyes, glaring at Layne. He began bobbing up and down in 
the pool next to me, pretending to be a fountain and shooting an arc of water out of his mouth. He did it 
several times before he said, "Look, man, I'm cleaning my mouth out for you." He started doing it again, only 


now he was spitting it on me. 


"I just pissed," Sean said. "Actually I've been pissing in the water all day." Layne suddenly stopped. Then Sean 


patted his stomach. "Drank a lot of beer." 


"Y'all are so fucking nasty." | watched Topless Girl coming back, her little boobies bouncing with each step. "Ah, 
here comes the hash." 


Back through the gate Topless Girl came. She dropped down to a seat on the edge of the pool beside me and 


handed me a cigarette. "Smoke it, Jerry." 
"Okay." | took a puff and wrinkled my nose. "Fuck, its menthol.” 


After a few hits, Topless Girl took the smoke from me and burned a whole into the side of a plastic Pepsi 
bottle. | guess she was planning bottle hits. Then she handed the smoke back. "Get it down to the end for me." 


Okay, so | was smoking; puff, blow, puff, blow, Sean and Layne on either side of me as we watched her fiddle 
with some tin foil. "Now l'm only setting it up. If you guys don't kiss, Sean and | are smoking it all." 


Sean leaned forward over the pool's rim to see Layne. "You don't really want to kiss him, do you? | mean, | 


know he looks like a girl, but-" 

"Hey!" | elbowed him. 

Sean, unmoved continued, "C'mon, Layne, you're really going to let him put his tongue in your mouth?" 
"You just want all the hash for yourself," | muttered, rolling my eyes. 


"Hey, man," Layne started. "Its been hard getting shit while we've been traveling. I'll do anything for some 
decent hashish. Actually, I'll do a lot more than anything for some chieva 


Topless girl stopped dead. "Really? What would you do for a quarter?" 

"You got some?" | asked. 

"Ive got a bit" she replied "A quarter for each, if you do this other thing’ 

Layne bumped up next to me, trying to get closer to her. "What other thing?" 
Immediately | said, "Nobody's fucking me" 

"What if Layne sucked your dick, Jerry? Would you let him do that for a quarter?" 
| chuckled. This was stupid. Like Layne would suck my dick 


"Now, exactly how much do you have?" Layne asked, propping himself halfway out of the water by his 


extended arms. "| mean, on you, because it would take more than a quarter for me to do that" 

"How much?" Topless Girl smiled. 

"Uhhh-" 

"Hold it, Layne. You're actually considering this?" Sean asked. 

"Hey, man, do you know how long it's been for me? Fuck" 

"Layne" 

"How about half..at least half or this is a no go." 

"Hey!" | started to get angry. "No one's going to ask me if I'll even let hm suck my dick?" 

Layne kicked at me. "Shut up, Jerry." 

"For a quarter, you have to do it until he comes. I'll give you another quarter if you swallow." 

"The fuck? Nol l'm not agreeing to this shit" | started swimming to the ladder on the opposite side of the pool. 
There was no way | was sticking around for this. | was not putting on some live gay sex show for drugs. No 
fucking way. 

‘Jerry, come back!" | heard Layne yell. "You know you want me to suck your dick!" 


"Fuck of fl" | screamed back. | heard the wet patter of footsteps behind me as | got out of the pool. | didn't 


even turn around, | knew it was him. "No, Layne. Don't even ask" 

"Cmoooooonm Jerry, | need it." 

| kept walking. 

Then he said, "What's the difference if it's me sucking your dick or if its that guy, Phil?" 

| spun around. "Fuck, would you shut up? | told you | don't want anyone knowing about that:" 

‘I'm serious, man, | really want this." 

We'd all been concerned about Layne and his habit, lately. Actually we were relieved to be on tour, knowing he'd 
be away from his drug contacts. After all the shit that happened with Monkey Love Bone and Andy Wood, we 


didn't want to take any chances. We definitely didn't want to be the band that had to start over after losing a 


singer to heroin 


"Dude, it makes me worry when you do that shit.” 


Layne's face softened, his eyes wide and child-like and sparkling with life. God, how | loved that look on him, 
when he was still all that; child-like and sparling with life. 


| know what I'm doin’, Jerr. | won't make the mistake Andy made. l'm smarter than that" 

We stood there, him staring at me hopefully, me staring at him with indecision. "You'll be careful?" 

He nodded. 

"You'll save it, right? You're not going to do it all too fast?" 

"Of course. Like | really want to suck your dick again anytime soon" 

"Maybe | should hold it for you." 

"Oh, c'mon, Jerr. I'm not a fucking baby." 

But he was. We all thought of him as the baby. To this day | still laugh about the shows we did in the 
beginning of the band, where he'd have to hang outside the club until our set started, because he was 
underage, and the whole time Sean, Starr, and | were in the bar getting hammered. Shocking it was to find out 
while he was out there, he was taking his first hits of heroin. Thinking back on it, I'd like to kill the guy who 
gave him his first hit. Beat him down until he was nothing but a pile of bloody mush. 

"Come to a decision?" Topless Girl asked, walking up to us. 

Layne sprang towards her. "Yeah, we're doing it" 

Her eyes shifted to me. "Jerry, you sure?" 

"IIl do it, but only in front of you. | don't want anyone else to know about it 

Shall we go to my car, fellas?" 

We nodded. 

| can't tell you the trepidation | felt, walking out to the car with Layne and that chick. | can only tell you | knew 
| was doing something wrong. There was no way, no how we should have been doing this in front of this girl, 


and we definitely shouldn't have been doing it to score some H. | didn't feel any better when Topless Girl 


whispered in my ear, "I can smell you, Jerry. I've smelled it on you all day." 


"What?" | asked, keeping my voice down so Layne wouldn't hear. 

Her lips puckered, moving closer. "Want" 

Then she smiled, passing me to get beside Layne. Every so often she turned to give me that same knowing 
look She gave it to me again when she pulled the car's front seat forward so that Layne and | could get into 
the back. 

She was right. Sure, | can sit here and belittle Layne for his addictions, but truth is, | had my own as well. His 
was heroin. Mine was beer, blow, herb, and sex. To this day I'm still trying to figure out which one of us was 
more fucked up, me or him. 

We got in the car, some sort of seventies cruiser, an Impala, | think, with Layne and | in the back and Topless 
Girl in the front. She was leaned over the seat, her chin poised on her folded arms. She smiled like we were 
the ones holding the drugs, dangling it just within her reach. 

"Go on," she said. "Like we agreed" 

My eyes kept shifting between her and Layne, her and Layne, her and Layne. He wasn't moving. Finally Layne 
muttered, "Okay." His head was bent down, presumably with his eyes on my cock. | didn't know why he was 
staring, it's not like he'd never seen it before. "Would ya?" He swirled his hand around in a gesture for me to 
open my shorts. | did, and | pulled it out so he wouldn't have to. 


"Wow," Topless girl gasped. "I thought | saw that floating around in there." 


More embarrassing was that | was semi-hard. | didn't want anyone thinking | wanted Layne to do it. | don't 


know why | cared. Topless girl had already called me on it anyway. 

"Certainly you've had a blow job before, Layne," she said. "You know what to do." 

Layne licked around his lips, it looked almost comical, how he did it, exaggeratedly sloping his tongue around. He 
took a big breath, grabbed me, and..nothing. | could feel his hand shaking, hear his accelerated breathing. He just 
sat there for a minute, not moving. 

“Alright, | don't think we're going to do this," | started to say. 

"Yes, we are," Layne snapped back. "Just give me a fucking minute to get my nerve." 

Slowly his hand started to move. Up. Down. Up. 


"Not a hand job, Layne. Put your mouth on Jerry's cock and suck it” 


"Oh my god, shut up!" Layne screamed. "It's harder to do it if you keep giving fucking commentary!" 


Topless girl snorted a laugh, covering her mouth. | don't know why. | didn't think it was very funny. 
‘lm gonna do it," Layne whispered. 


"Well then fucking do it! I'm sick of sitting here. It's fucking hot!" | wiped the sweat from my forehead and 
wiped it on my shorts’ leg. "Jesus fucking Christ. Some time today, you think?" 


And then he bent over me and did it. 
‘Oh my god," | whispered. "This is fucking weird." 


But it felt sorta good. Weird. But good. 


See, there's a difference when some guy you barely know sucks your dick, than when a guy you'd taken care 
of like your little brother did. It was just wrong. Wrong, wrong, wrong. Not that it stopped the normal sequence 
of events. | will admit; it took a lot longer for it to happen, though. 


"l'm gonna throw up if you don't do it soon, Jerr.” 
"Saying that's not gonna make it happen any faster, Layne." 


| don't know what Topless Girl got out of it. She watched us like she saw this shit everyday. God, what kind of 
fucked up life she must've led. 


"Here you go" She smiled, handing each of us our whore's booty. "Thanks for the show, fellas." She began to 
shut her car door, but then hesitated. "You should change that song from "Man in the Box" to "Man Who 
Sucks Cock"." Then she began singing, "I'mmmm..the man.who sucks cock Shove.my nose..in dick 


Won't..you..come..in.my mouth." 

We were walking off long before she got to the third sentence, not that she didn't scream it or nothing. | 
mean, we heard her. And to tell the truth, | never liked that song after that night. | still don't like that song. In 
fact, | hate it. 

"You gonna do yours, Jerry?" 

| laid there on the floor beside Layne after he'd smoked his shit in the bathroom. We couldn't sleep on our bed 
because Starr had a bunch of girls on it with him. One of them kept farting in her sleep. It was one of the 
worst nights of my life. 


"No, l'm not." 


"Are you mad?" 


"No." Truth is, | was, | was seething. I'd never wanted this kind of life for myself, and | especially didn't want 
this kind of life for Layne. | felt soiled, dirty. | couldn't imagine how bad he must have felt. "I just hate what 
you had to do." 

"| didn't have to. | could have said no." 

"Why didn't you? Heroin means that much to you?" | turned to look at him, all sunburnt and dopey, his eyes so 
white and glossy in contrast that you could see them in the dark. He was using someone's duffel bag for a 
pillow and it smelled like old socks. 


"Maybe | just wanted to do it, Jerr, see what it was like." 


‘Oh yeah, right, like you wanted to see what a dick tasted like. What, are you practicing up for when you're a 


real junkie?" 

"No," he whispered. "Don't say that. I'll never be a junkie." 

"You just sucked my dick for heroin, Layne. That sounds like a junkie to me." 

| can stop whenever | want, Jerr. Maybe | just wanted a good excuse to be with you. Ever think of that?" 

"Oh give me a fucking break You couldn't possibly think of me in that way." | turned my head back to look at 
him, trying to read his face. | don't know why, the heroin had removed any trace of real feeling from him. "You 
don't, do you?" 

Layne's face dropped to the side, probably more from momentum, than his actual will for movement. He 
stared me straight on, his eyes half lidded and heavy. His face was lax, almost rubber looking. Then he said, 


"No. Nope. Not one single bit." And then he smiled real big, scary big, and then rolled his back to me. 


~tbe~ 


Settling Down 


Author's Notes: 
Sometimes if you push hard enough, they get it. 


~/C/~ 


| awoke with the sound of thunder, a flash of lightning following not far behind it. The room was pitch black. 
When the lightning flashed again, my eyes searched the other side of the bed and found it empty. 


"Jerry?" 

| patted the bed beside me to make sure he wasn't there. Nope. Nothing. 

"Jerry?" 

Another lightning flash and it stuttered a bit, sequencing from one flash into several, the thunder rolling like an 
angry kettle drum overhead. Eerie. That's when | noticed him in the chair by the window. It was one of those 
chairs with the back and its arms in one piece, all the same height. He looked like he was in his own little egg, 
cracked open at the top for his head, his naked legs poking out of the bottom. 

"What are you doin, man? Come to bed." 

He didn't respond. Then | thought to see if he'd fallen asleep there, so | got up and went to him. The closer | 
got, | could see that his eyes were open, but they weren't focusing at anything. They were blank, hovering, 
empty. 


"Are you okay?" 


That's when he finally blinked, and turned his face up to mine. Still, there was no emotion in his expression 


"Hey." 
"You gonna tell me what's wrong?" 
"Nothing's wrong." 


| kneeled down in front of him, draping my arms over his knees, not caring what happened from here, just 


wanting to stare at his face.see what | could find. 


"Promise me," he said, pushing his hand roughly through the side of my hair. His fingers snagged as he pulled 


them through a tangle. 
"Anything, Jerr." | let a heavy sigh. "What is it?" 
"Don't ever do drugs." 


| nodded my head a little, not really in agreement as much as in confusion. More than half a dozen times he 
and | had smoked our weight in pot. He couldn't possibly mean- 


"Not weed. You know | don't care about that. Its the other stuff-" 
"You mean heroin 

Jerry nodded. 

"You must've been thinking about Layne." 

He nodded again. 


"Why?" A litte piece of me snapped inside. He was thinking about him? On this night? OF all nights, why tonight? 
Why couldn't he just be thinking about me? "What made you think of him?" 


Jerry never answered. He just continued brushing his fingers through my hair, every so often stopping to wind 
a curl around his finger. After a moment, he clutched his hand into a fist, slowly pulling my head sideways and 
closer to him with it. He leaned down, still expressionless, and whispered, "If you ever want me gone, that'll do 
it in a heartbeat. | don't even have to see you do it. | can just see the signs and I'm outta here. You got it?" 
"Sure, Jerr-" 

"Get my cigarettes." He let go of my hair, hell, doing it and practically pushing me off him in the process. | sat 
back, still puzzled over his behavior. It was seeming a lot like maybe he was regretting that he came here, 
regretting that he told me he loved me..regretting something. 

| brought my palms up. "Where-" 


"On the nightstand." 


| got to my feet, turning my back slowly to him. As | began walking, | heard him rise out of the chair, following 


me. "You gonna-" 
"Shut up, Chad." 


Before | got to the bed, he rushed up behind me, wrapping his arms around my chest, pushing his nose into 


my hair. He sunk his teeth into my shoulder. | stood there, helpless, not sure what to do; to wrestle him or 
give in, | couldn't decide. We walked, straight-legged, straddle stepped, towards the bed, and then he pushed me 
down on it. | tried to turn over but he kept his hand pressed firmly down between my shoulder blades. 
"Jerr-" 


"Shut up." 


The pressure of his hand on my back tilted when | heard something scrape off the bedside table. | could sense 
movement, hear a snap, and then a squirt. Oh shit. 


"Hey, man, | don't think | can-" 
"Shut up." 


"Jerry!" | rolled, knocking his hand off me with my arm as | swung over. "The fuck, don't!" When | got to my 
back, he nudged his hips between my legs, sloping lube on my thighs. "Jerr-" 


"Roll over." 
"| can't-" 
"Roll over!" 


When | hesitated to move, he clutched my shoulder and pulled me. | could have stopped him. I'm aware of the 
fact that l'm fitter than him, more muscled, taller, wider, whatever. In fact, I'd noticed he was even thinner 
this visit than the last time I'd seen him, and he was thinner that time than the visit before that. But | let 
him roll me. And | stayed there while he pushed around on top of me. Whatever he wanted, if it helped, | 
guessed I'd just do it. It seemed | didn't really have a choice. 


"Press your legs together," he huffed in my ear. 

"What are you do~" 

"Chad!" His voice quieted. "Just do what | say" 

| squeezed my thighs shut, now aware that he had his dick between them. 

"Roll to the side" 

Being careful to keep us attached, we eased over. As soon as he could, Jerry reached his arm around me and 


grabbed my dick, stroking it to a stiff peak. His hips thrust against my ass, his cock long enough to poke out 
on the other side of my thighs and nudge against my balls. 


"This is better than me fucking your ass, isn't it?" 

| closed my eyes and let my head drop to the side. "Yeah." And, it was. This worked. In fact his dick sliding back 
and forth didn't feel too bad, a lot better than having his huge cock tearing into me. Still, you can't help realize 
something's missing, that this wasn't really how it was supposed to be. | felt like a fraud. 

"Huh-huh" Jerry's mouth was right by my ear. "Huh huh." 

His hand worked me faster as his excitement increased, harder, harder, faster, faster. | pushed it off me. 
There was nothing in this for me anyway. | might as well been a blow-up doll, a pocket pussy, a pocket ass, 
what the fuck ever. Then it occurred to me.it wasn't me he was fucking. 

"Huh-huh-huuuuuuhhhhhh." 

| gasped when his fingers dug too deep into my collar bone. He pressed his damp forehead into the crook of my 
shoulder, his mouth pushing hot air over the skin of my back. His pelvis pressed tight against my ass. After a 
while, his arm slid down, and his hand brushed over my pec. His lips kissed my shoulder blade. All of it left me 
ice cold. When the frigid words followed, | tried to stop them, but | couldn't. 

"Is this how you fucked Layne?" 

He lightly chuckled. "No, Layne was man enough to take it the right way." 

"You mean high enough." 

"What, Chad, are you going to be jealous of a ghost?" He got up from the bed then, and walked into the 
bathroom. It burned my eyes when he flipped on the light. He disappeared around the corner, only a little bit of 
his reflection visible in the vanity mirror in front of the doorway. "This is me," he said, his voice echoing 
slightly. It now sounded as cold and distant as | felt from him. "You knew this before. Take it or leave it" 

| shifted to prop my back off the bed with on my elbows. "Are you trying to push me away?" 

"Shit, you just pushed me away. You didn't even want me touching your dick" 


"Not if you're going to wish it was somebody else's.” 


"Chad!" he screamed, coming back out of the bathroom, his arms canted out and raised, they bounced with 


every word he said. "He's dead! What the fuck?!" 
Meekly, | asked, "Am | a substitute for him, Jerr?" 


"Oh fuckin’, give me a break! You know! You know this is different between you and mel Jesus Christ, do you 


think | just tell any guy | love him? Huh? Maybe | never have..unti! you" He walked to me and sat on the bed 
beside me. His face turned to mine and his expression was almost tender, but his voice was still stern. "It was 
him | was thinking about at first, some stupid shit from the past, things that should have never happened, 
stupid things..that | let happen..but then | started watching you sleep." His voice began softening. He knelt down 
on his knees in front of me. "And | started thinking how | wouldn't make those same mistakes with you. I'd do 
whatever | could to make sure you didn't go down that road, and the best way | can make sure you don't take 
that road, Chad, is if | drive you myself” He smiled then, peering up at me. "I just needed.release... You can 


understand that." 


"Yeah." And | could. How many times had | pumped off on some groupie, not out of desire, but from the need 


to bury myself in flesh, the best of all escapes? "You needed it to take the thoughts away." 

Jerry smiled broadly then. "And sometimes | just like the thought of pushing you down and fucking your ass." 
All | kept thinking was, thank god he didn't. | couldn't help smile as he leaned into me and brushed his lips on 
mine, running his pointed tongue along the thin line where my lips met. | opened them, wanting to seduce him 
inside. | leaned closer to him but he backed away. Me closer. Jerry farther away..and smiling. 

‘C'mere," | whispered, peering at him under lowered eyelids. "Don't tease me." 

"You need to be teased, Chad. You get everything too easily." 

"Shit, | do not.” 

"Yeah, you do." 

‘| didn't get you easy, Jerry." 

"The fuck you didn't. How about that first night?" 

| laughed, remembering how high we were, how intensely sexy Jerry'd been, rubbing all over me like he was a 
cat and | was a scratching post someone had smeared catnip on. When | recalled the moment where he'd 
grabbed my hand and put it over his rock hard cock, | snorted a laugh. 

‘Not that | gave it all up," Jerry added. "You did your share of taking." 

"That's not how | remember it," | said, my voice becoming soft, my defenses doing the same. 

"That's okay, Chad. | wanted you to take it, to hurt me. | deserved it” 


"No." | shook my head. 


"Yeah, | wish you'd do that to me now, push me down, push into me..tear me open 


"| don't want to hurt you-" 

"Maybe | need you to." 

| stared at him, the light from the bathroom illuminating half his face. One side white, the other side black. It 

struck me how accurately symbolic it was of him. One side happy-go-lucky, the other side dark and disturbed. 
| remembered how, before we happened, I'd only seen the happy side. Now the only one | saw was black He let 
a heavy sigh causing a single strand of blonde hair to fall in front of his face, gold and bright like sunshine in 

contrast to his shaded features. 

"Then maybe you need someone else, Jerry, because all I'm going to do is love you." 


"For now, anyway, right?" 


"lll never hurt you." And | meant it. All | wanted to do was make him whole again, heal his wounds..if only he'd 


let me. 


| used To say that to Courtney," he said, his voice quieting. "I used to say that when I'd come home and she'd 


accuse me of cheating. 
"Really?" 

"Yeah" 

"And you meant it" 

"Nope. | only said it to get her off my back" 

"Oh good, Jerry, that makes me feel better" 

"Hts the truth, Chad. Do you want all of me? Or just the good part?" 

| studied him, his face still half lit. The one eye | could see petted me like a soft hand, stroking, caressing, 
beckoning me. | took a deep breath, trying to get him into my lungs, fill all of my senses with him. | knew what 
the answer was. 

"All of you, Jerry’ 

Then he shifted a little, bringing his whole face into the light. | could see everything now. All of him. And | knew 
he'd only hurt me in the past to see if | could take it. How would | know what | was getting into if | only saw 


the best part at first? If | could take the worst right off the bat, | wouldn't leave him later after he was 


invested in me, right? This was his protective mechanism, and I'd passed the test. 


"Chad," he whispered, leaning closer. His hand pushed through the side of my hair and clenched into a fist at 
the base of my neck. "You want all of me? You got it, baby." 


Ht Ain\'t Like That 
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~/J/~ 

Europe turned out to be the last leg of the Nickelback Silverside Up Tour. There was one more show to do, in 
Edmonton, Calgary Alberta, a special homecoming show, one that would be recorded for distribution. It was 
during the flight back to Canada that Chad asked me. 


"You'll do a song, right?" 


My chair was reclined back. My eyes were closed. | chewed a piece of nicotine gum like it was going out of 


fucking style. | hate fucking flying. 

If you want me to, | will." 

‘| mean, | figure, this will help, right?" 

| sighed heavily, thinking about it. Yeah, it would Of course itd help, all those young Nickelback fans buying 
their DVD and finding me on there. Maybe some of them would take an interest. Maybe some of them would 
have good taste in music. One could hope, right? Of course, it wasn't a pure pity offering Chad was making. His 
association with me would give him clout with the older listeners. It was a win/win situation. 


"Sure, why not?" 


| closed my eyes again, trying to relax despite the jittering bumps of airplane turbulence. | smiled when | felt 
Chad's hand slide over my thigh, giving me a squeeze. 


"| got a special request," he whispered, leaning his chest against my upper arm. 


My smile broadened with dirty thoughts. Special requests. had a few of my own. | grabbed his hand and pulled 
it to my hip, where he could feel how hard | was. "Is that it, Sweet Cheeks?" 


"It Ain't Like That." 


"Oh, damn, | was hopin’-" 


"No, Jerr, | mean the song." Chad laughed. 

| opened my eyes and turned my face to his. "Why that one?" | tried to hide my subtle disappointment. I'd 
hoped he wanted one of my more recent songs, one from my last album or something, but instead he'd 
suggested an Alice song. I'd had enough Alice attention, especially since Layne's death. What | needed help with 
was getting my solo stuff heard. 


"Well." Chad broke out into that giant Canadian smile of his, all teeth and gums. His eyes lowered to follow his 
hand that was still pressed to my hip. "You singing about being nailed to a table...” 


"Oh, you wanna nail me, Sweet Cheeks?" 

He got serious for a second. "You know, | really wish you wouldn't call me that in public.’ 

"You've got your hand on my dick, Chad. You're worrying about me calling you Sweet Cheeks?" 

His eyes widened and then he leaned in front of me to see who all was sitting around us. Commercial flight. 
Business men mostly, and a few wealthy vacationing families. Most everyone had their noses in the Wall Street 
Journal. It was pretty safe to say no one knew who we were. They probably thought we were a bunch of 


homo Swedes, and were doing their best to ignore us. | could have been riding him on his chair and everyone 


would have politely not noticed. It got the hamster wheel in my brain spinning. 

"You apart of the mile high club, Chad?" 

He smirked, rolling his eyes. One large caterpillar eyebrow rose. "Who isn't?" 

"But this is a special mile high club." 

He eyed me sideways. "Oh yeah?" Then he smiled. "What's so special about it?" 

‘Its my mile high club, Chad, fucking me a mile high in the sky. What do you think of that?" 
"I think | like that idea." 


"Yeah, | thought you would." | dug in my chest pocket and then tossed him a condom. "See there? Lube and 


easy clean up. What more could you ask for?" 
Yeah, | pre-planned this. Wouldn't you? 


He looked at it, wide-eyed, and then to me as | undid my safety belt and stood in the isle. | caught him 
watching me over the back of the seat as | made my way to the lavatory. | smiled, still chewing my nicotine 
gum, as | opened the door, pulled it back, and went inside. The last | saw was him getting to his feet. That's my 
good boy, Chad. A few moments later, just as | was getting my jeans open, he knocked on the door. 


"Entrez vous," | don't know why | said that. | didn't know if he knew any French, or not. | figured he must've, 
being Canadian and all. Funny, that was the only French | knew, unless you count ‘Voulez vous”. l'd used that a 


couple of times in the past. Maybe more than a couple... 


"Enter you," Chad whispered, sliding into the tiny stall of a room with me. And | mean it; this lavatory was 
about the size of one public bathroom stall, and | ain't talking about the handicap stalls. What the fuck, this 


was first class? 


"Yeah. You." | huffed between words, struggling to get my jeans past my hips, my ass facing him. "Enter me. 


Now. 
"Now?" 


"Yeah, like, right this very fucking moment" | braced my hands on the sink in front of me. Fuck, who needs 
foreplay? The sound of the condom wrapper crinkling with the pinching of his fingers was enough foreplay for 
me. My breath huffed, a foggy patch forming on the mirror in front of my mouth. His blonde curls were just 
visible over my shoulder in the reflection. | heard the wet noodle sound of him rolling the condom on, felt his 
hands grip my hips, and then felt him slide into me. His eyes were two large blue circles, watching me in the 
mirror. They closed when he got full inside me and a rolling whine escaped his throat. All | was aware of after 
that was the rhythmic in and out of his thrusts and my dick, which Chad'd reached around and grabbed hold 
of. Thanks to me, he'd become a damn good fuck Within minutes we'd both shot off, doing our bests not to 
cry out in pleasure. Chad was completely silent with his release, but me, | couldn't help but moan. Hey, like | 
said, he was a damn good fuck. And then, as scary as it was, | thought.hey..| could get used to this. As long as 
it stayed like this, | could be only with him. | really didn't need anything else. A beer, maybe. A fat joint. Maybe 
a steak. Chad. And I'd be happy. And the thought fucking scared the shit out of me. | kept thinking, just say no 
to monogamy. But then again, why not try? Like really try? 


When we got back to our seats, | watched him fiddle with his safety belt and shift in his chair. He'd started 
wearing his shoulder length curls tucked behind his ears and it made his eyes even larger, more expressive. | 
liked it. Finally situated, he rested his forearm on the rest between us, his hand dangling loosely off the end of 
it. | grabbed it, twining my fingers with his. Trying not to get choked up, | whispered, "I love you, Chad" 


His voice, thick with oncoming sleep replied, "I love you too, man" 
~/C/~ 


Home Sweet Home. Probably one of my favorite Motley Crue songs. I'd heard it, live, in fact, at this very 
auditorium. Nose bleed seats, way up in the mezzanine. Shit, | was what, fifteen? That was the best | could 
afford. Now | was actually walking my ass across the stage, the same fucking stage Motley Crue walked on, 
the same one fucking Metallica walked on. My voice blaring out of the same PA that James Hetfield's came out 
of. That's when you know you've made it. Yeah, | had a fucking crate full of gold and platinum records being 
shipped from Europe at that moment, but that didn't hit me like this did. Playing in my hometown, knowing 


some wide-eyed kid was out there, watching, wishing he were me, just like I'd done when | was his age. So, to 
him | was what James Hetfield was to me. Yeah..so fucking cool. To think someone thought of me in the same 
line as James Hetfield. In my eyes, nobody was cooler than James Hetfield. It made my head soar. | was so high 
at that moment, | could actually fucking hear heaven, and it sounded just like this: 


"Oh fuck, Chad. Harder, fuck, fuck me harder." 


We were in a broom closet. Talk about coming full circle. Only this time, Jerry had been the one dragging me 
into it. He was the one on his knees, taking me into his mouth. He was the one begging me please. And now | 

had him bent over a mop sink, pushing into him from behind. | felt the spasmic clenching of his muscles, one of 
his hands gripping my hip, trying to get me further into him. If | could | would, trust me. I'd do this all night if 


we didn't have a show to do, and you know, this one was kind of important. 

"Oh, shit" 

My cell phone, on vibrate, was sounding off. It was dangling from my belt that was still in my jean loops, which 
were circling my ankles at that moment. | heard it more than | could feel it. ~bzzzzz~ | knew it had to be 
Chief. | was supposed to be at sound check about ten minutes ago. 

"| gotta go, Jerr-" 

"No, not yet" 

"Yeah. They're waiting for me." 

‘| want you To come first.” 

| started laughing. Jerry and I'd done it twice already that day. | didn't even know if | could come again. The 
whole week in Alberta was like this, smoking, eating, fucking, getting stoned again.fucking again. Jerry and | had 
a constant diet of it. | guess it was the same sex equivalent of a honeymoon | sure was happy, though, and I'm 
pretty sure Jerry was too. 

"We'll finish this tonight," | whispered, bending down to kiss the shadowed curve of his shoulder blade. "Let me 
get dressed so | can get this shit over with." | pulled away and began slipping my jeans back on, but not before 
| leaned over again and kissed the left cheek of Jerry's ass. "I love this." Then | gave it a litle slap. 

Jerry chuckled. "You better." 

"Oh, | do." 


That's when | turned, opened the door..and found..Ryan. 


"Oh shit." 


He wrinkled his brow, pursed his lips trying to hold back a smile. "Somehow | knew I'd find you two here." 


| looked over my shoulder to Jerry, who, thankfully was already dressed and pulling a cigarette from his 
shirts chest pocket. 


"Look, I'm coming right now-" 

"Right now?" Ryan's eyes shifted to my crotch, and | heard Jerry spit a laugh behind me. 

"Funny, Peake." 

"Hawk's out doing his Kevin Costner imitation. Be glad | found you before he did, Whitney.’ 

Yeah, | was. Like | wanted Hawk finding me in a broom closet with Jerry. At least Ryan had a clue, and the 
situation didn't bother him. Actually, Mike and Vik were handling it pretty well too. After sound check, no one 
seemed to mind Jerry hanging in the dressing room with us. No one freaked when Jerry got too close to them 
while they were changing clothes and wiring up. No one even looked at him funny, including Mike, and out of 
everyone, he'd been the one | was most worried about. 


"| guess if you're going to fuck a guy, he'd be the best one for you." 


My eyes shifted to him as he watched Jerry chasing Ryan's puppy around the green room. Mike had the 
mouth of beer bottle in front of his lips, ready to deliver a gulp. It hesitated, waiting. 


| can see how happy you are," he said to me, "and that's all that matters.” His eyes cought mine right when 
his lips pulled into a smile. It was just a second of a smile until he finally took that sip of beer. 


"Thanks, man" | patted him on the shoulder. "That means a lot" 

"Just don't let Mom find out." 

"No, | won't." 

She was there too, our mom. My dad wasn't, nor Mike's, but that was alright. Neither one of them had been 
there for the bad times in our lives, so having them there for one of the best would be nothing but a slap in 
the face. Thankfully they had the decency to keep their distance. 

"Where's Shilah?" Mom asked. 


"She couldn't make it," | replied. "She's preparing for a show next week in LA." 


"Oh yeah?" Jerry was lying on the floor on his back, twisting his head each way to keep Ryan's puppy from 


licking him in the face. | understood that dog. We had a lot in common. "Which collection?" 

"You know which one." 

His eyes widened for a moment and then he smiled broadly. "The dirty sex collection?" 

My mom blurted out, "Aren't they all the dirty sex collection?" 

"No, this is the first showing of this type. The rest have been her Native American inspired pieces.’ 


‘lm there," Jerry said. He rolled onto his hands and knees, slapping his palms on the floor to get the puppy 
excited. | thought it was funny that it was working on me just as well. 


"Yeah, | will be too." 


| smiled at Jerry, who returned it briefly before looking at my mom. A special piece had come to mind, the 
sculpture I'd seen during my last visit to Shilah's place. | knew that would be on display. To anyone else it looked 
like a man and woman making love, but | knew better. | knew Jerry did too. It was two people making love. It 


was me and him. 
‘It's time." 


Chief was at the door, holding it open for us to make our way to the stage. This was it, our first show at our 
hometown as an auditorium headline act. ltd even sold out. 


"Break a leg," Jerry called out from behind me. When | turned to look at him, he smiled, swirling his hand in the 
air. "Just not that third one you got swinging in the middle, though. You'll need that later..or | will, anyway.” 


| chuckled and shook my head. 
~/J/~ 


The show went well. Of course, it would with the money they were spending on this thing. They'd hired Nigel 
Dick to shoot it. And | had to admit | was a little jealous, especially when | got on stage with the guys and got 
an eyeful of the crowd. It was crazy. This was a fucking festival crowd, not an auditorium crowd. Bodies were 
flying and the sound of the applause was deafening. It'd been a long time since I'd had a crowd like that. It made 
me itch, wanting it for myself, but | was happy for Chad. Doesn't mean | didn't think this was just another 
thing he'd gotten too easily, though. 


"Hey, Sweet Cheeks.” 


He was the first one back into the dressing room after the show, seeing as he road a mini-bike from the 


stage. It'd be at least five, maybe ten minutes before any of the other guys showed up. His face was glistening 


with sweat and he was still a little out of breath. He smiled before bending at the waist to clutch his hands at 


his knees. 

"Those jeans kill me." 

"What's that?" he asked, tilting his head up to see me. 

"Those jeans. What's with the seam up the back of the thighs?" 
Chad wrinkled his brow and shook his head. "I don't know." 


"Sexy." | pushed my palms against the sides of my hips, pretending to make more room for a hard on. "Those 


must be the gay man's version of back seam stockings." 
Chad laughed, standing up straight. Suddenly, his face went stolid. "Are we gay?" 
"We are what you want us to be." 


"Cause | don't really consider myself gay. This is just for you." He smiled, sort of apologetically, then added, "l 


don't want anyone but you, Jerry.’ 


| wanted to rush up and shove my tongue down his throat, but | knew | shouldn't chance it. Besides, there'd be 
more time later for that. Before | knew it, the rest of the guys were back, along with Mrs. Kroeger, and 
Ryan's dad, and then, maybe within half an hour, the room was packed with Nigel and his guys and gear techs 
who were hanging out with their family members who'd come back too. | basically just disappeared into the 
crowd, silently watching Chad socialize his way around the room and out the door. There were fans waiting for 
his autograph back in the hospitality room. | knew he'd be gone for awhile. Back when Alice was in its heyday, 
I'd had to do that too. It must have been Ryan's night off from autographs because in the blink of an eye, he 
was standing next to me, changed from his sweaty stage clothes into a fresh western shirt and jeans. | could 


smell soap on him, so he must have grabbed a quick shower. 
"Good show?" he asked, handing me a fresh bottle of Molson 
"Yeah, | think that's the best I've seen all tour" 

"Something about playing to the hometown, | ques. 
T 

"Something about having you on stage with us too, | think’ 


| smiled. "Really?" 


"Oh yeah." 


| chuckled, knocking out my Molson in a few quick gulps. Ryan reached around and handed me another one. "You 
trying to get me drunk, Ryan?" It was a joke, but he didn’t laugh. His narrow eyes widened a bit before he 


broke out into a smile. 
"Would it take getting you drunk?" 


"Huh?" | didn't know what that meant. | watched him shift uneasily from one foot to the other. He didn't say 
anything. 


A few moments passed and then he said, "There's a party at Chief's. We're heading out from here." 
"Okay." 


When everyone began filing out, | started looking for Chad, but | still didn't see him. Ryan knocked my coat 
sleeve with the fist that held his beer. 


"You coming, Jerr?" 

"We're going now?" 

He turned his head each way before answering, "Looks like it” 
"Where's Chad?" 

Ryan tilted his chin up and yelled, "Hey, Hawk? Where's Whitney?" 


The Nickelback bodyguard, dubbed Hawk because of his haircut, a mow hawk, was standing at the door. He 
shrugged, then held up his pointer finger, ‘gimme a sec’, and exited. A few moments later, as Ryan and | were 
making our way out into the hall, we found them: Chad and Hawk and a wide-eyed blonde. | noticed Chad had 
the girl by the hand. When he spotted me, he hollered out, "Go on, man. I'll catch up." 


Fine. So, | did. No reason to get upset over a girl. He'd fuck her and meet up with me, and our previously 
scheduled program would continue on, a minor pre-empt, no problem. It's not like | didn't have the hankering for 
pussy every now and then. I'd let him have his moment, because | sure as hell expected to have mine when | 
wanted it too. Besides, | figured this chick was probably a cheerleader from his high school or something, 
someone who thought she was too good for him back then. Whether those girls end up hot or not, you still 
want to fuck them. It's kind of like payback or something. | wasn't about to take that away from him. | still had 
a couple of girls on my list that | wanted to get. And shit, this girl obviously stayed hot. | couldn't blame him, 


no, not one bit. 


From the auditorium, | rode with Ryan out into the snow covered city of Alberta Despite wearing a Carhardt 


jacket that was way too big for me, | was fucking freezing. | reached over and turned the car's heater up full 
blast. I'd hoped it would counter act the arctic air blowing in from the window I'd cracked to filter out my 


cigarette smoke. 
"So, you don't mind." Ryan began, "Chad hooking up with that girl?" 
"Nah, it's no big deal." 


"Really?" He turned to look at me, his face illuminated by the light from the dashboard. "So, there's 


no..li ke..exclusivity?” 


| shrugged and shook my head. | didn't know what to say. | mean, | really didn't know what we were. A couple? 
Shit | couldn't say that, and besides, this was a girl we were talking about. It's not like he was hooking up with 
another guy. So, | said, "No, Chad can do whatever he wants." 


It was quiet after that, no conversation for several miles. Every so often | caught Ryan looking at me from 
the corner of his eye. | guess it could've been my imagination. Either way, though, the silence was stifling. | 
mean, I'd been on tour with Ryan for nine months, but that didn't mean | really knew the guy. | kept trying to 
think of something to say, but | just couldn't. Luckily, we pulled up to a gated community where Ryan punched 
a code at the entrance and then we were there. It was a nice house, the only one in a cul de sac, a two story. 
| could see why they partied here. The neighborhood was still new, this being the only house on the block. 


Already the street was lined with cars and | could hear music blaring from inside. 
"Chief does pretty well for himself, | guess." 


Ryan stepped out of the car and spoke to me over its roof. "Yeah, well, you know he's been with us since we 
were in high school. We take good care of him. He takes good care of us. | know other bands who have 


managers who are shit heads. Chief's good, plus he's our friend, so..." 
"That's cool." 


Once inside the house, it was nothing but a replay from the auditorium. Everyone knew each other, except me. 
Luckily Ryan stayed close by. Even though lots of people wanted to talk to him, he never walked away. He 
introduced me to every person he could, most of them from his high school, some from Nickelback's club 
days. Boring. | wasn't having a great time, but | guess it could've been worse too. At least there was plenty of 
cold beer, and | was getting my fill of it. I'd drunk maybe five or six bottles when Ryan leaned into me and 
whispered, "Hey, | got this." His eyes shifted to his hand that was pulling the end of a pipe from his jacket 


pocket. "But | only have enough for us. You wanna smoke?" 
"Yeah, man, that'd be cool." 


“Alright, follow me." 


So, | did. We went out of the living room, pushing our way through groupings of people the whole way, into the 
hall, through more people, and into a bedroom. It was occupied We went to another bedroom. It was locked. 
Then another bedroom, it was occupied too. 

Finally, Ryan turned to me. "I guess we could try the garage." 

So, we went and thankfully, no one was there. Not that there was much space. Obviously Chief had just moved 
in because the garage was full of boxes, some marked ‘Kitchen’ and some marked ‘Bathroom’. There was only 
room enough for one car and it was a two car garage. Ryan sat on the edge of the hood, close to the bumper 
and began emptying his pocket. 

‘Ive been thinking about doing this all day.’ 


"You have?" | chuckled, watching him fill the pipe. | sat down next to him. "Sounds like you got your priorities 
straight." 


He took a hit and passed it to me. | took a hit and passed it back. We went through three bowlfuls when Ryan 
passed the pipe back to me and then laid his hand on my thigh. 


Hold it. Ryan had his hand on my thigh. On my thigh 


| looked down at it as | brought the pipe and lighter up to my face, readying for a hit. | tried to act nonchalant. 
"What's that about, man?" 


He was quiet for a moment, just staring at me with dopey, half-lidded eyes. He said, "This is how it started, 
right?" 


"What started?" | took the hit, thinking it would keep me looking non-chalant. The fire, hitting against the 
already charred contents, crackled and popped. As | breathed in, the pipe hissed. 


"Between you and Chad. He put his hand on you, but it was by accident, only you didn't know that." 


| brought the pipe down. Still trying to hold the smoke in, | asked, "It was an accident?" There was a little kick- 
back and | coughed, letting it go. 


"Yeah." His mouth widened in a slow, mellow smile. "And then you were all over him." 
"Okay. But why is your hand on me, Ryan?" 
"I was hoping I'd have the same luck" Then his hand moved onto my crotch. 


Ryan had his hand..on my crotch And fuck, of course | was getting hard. How could | be getting hard? I'd had 
sex something like three times today! Shit, | knew why. This was Ryan. Ryan I'd thought about fucking Ryan at 


least once a week since I'd met him. Fuck. What timing? God damn it! Fuck! 


‘Ive always wondered what it'd be like." He took his hand off me to get the pipe | was passing back to him. "l 


wondered about it a lot more after seeing you and Chad" 
"Just how much did you see, man?" 


Ryan placed the pipe to his lips and sucked up another hit. He held it for a second while | waited. After a slow 


controlled exhale, he answered, "Everything." 

Oh shit. | watched him take another hit. "So, | guess you think you want to do it to me too, huh?" 

Another slow controlled exhale, and then Ryan turned to me. "Actually, l'm curious how itd feel if you did it to 
me. You do both ways, right? | mean, you still have sex with women You slept with Shilah. | mean, l'm not a 
woman, but-" 

"Chad told you that?" 

"No, Mike did." 

My eyes bugged out. "Mike?!" 

"Yeah." 

"Oh fuck" 

Ryan passed me the pipe and said, "If | didn't think Chad would beat the shit out of me, I'd nail her too." 


"You fuck around on your wife, Ryan?" 


"No, but | don't think itd be cheating if | was with you. Is it cheating?" He looked at me sincerely, as about 
sincerely as he could being stoned out of his head. | knew if he wasn't lit, he'd know the answer to that. 


"I think so, buddy." 
"Oh. So, why isn't Chad here with you, then?" 


"Because..." | couldn't give a good reason why. See, in the rational part of my mind, | knew Chad wasn't cheating 
on me. It was my own rule, fucking girls wasn't cheating. As long as he wasn't fucking another guy, he wasn't 
cheating on me. And yet..here was Ryan, who was sliding off the hood of the car, moving in slow motion and 
turning to face me. And..well, Chad being with a girl right now seemed like a good enough reason not to stop 
any of this. It seemed like a good reason all the way through me standing up, Ryan leaning towards me, Ryan 
placing his mouth on mine, me pushing my tongue past his lips, both of us clutching each other and rubbing 


each other's dicks through our jeans. In fact, this didn't even seem real at all. No, that pot was laced, | was 


sure of it. 

"Can you fuck me here?" Ryan whispered, and it kind of jolted me into reality. | leaned back and looked at his 
face. God, he was so fucking hot, and he wanted me. | mean, this guy wanted me to fuck him. Chad didn't want 
me to fuck him. No, Chad couldn't handle it. But damn straight, Ryan obviously thought he could, ‘cause, he 
asked me again, "Can you fuck me in my car?" He looked over my shoulder and pointed. "hell, let's fuck in this 
car. No one will know." 

"IIl know," | whispered. "| can't do it, Ryan. Its not that | don't want to. Fuck-" 

"Why?" 

"Because..." Oh my god, why couldn't | fuck Ryan? Just, exactly again.why? 

"You love Chad?" 

God damn it, yeah, that was it. "Sort of, yeah." 

"But he's not-" 

"| don't care." | pushed past Ryan and out of the garage as quickly as | could. | knew if | stayed there with him 
| was dead meat. No way did | have that much resistance. One more second alone in the garage with Ryan and 
I'd had his pants at his feet, him bent over the hood of that car, and my dick in his ass. Oh god, why did | 
leave? 

When | got into the kitchen, surprise, there was my reason standing at the counter beside the blonde from the 
auditorium, downing a shot of Jaeger. As soon as he brought his head back straight, he saw me, the smile 
appearing in his eyes before it widened his mouth. "There you are! I've been looking all over for you!" 

| laughed as Chad flung himself on me, draping his arm over my shoulder. It caused me to yank to the side. He 
was so fucked up. | guess him and the blonde had been drinking, not fucking. Of course, they could have been 
doing both, but that didn't matter to me. All that mattered was that he was here with me now. 

"God damn it, Chad, | hope you didn’t drive." 


"No." He shook his head, sort of making himself lose balance a bit. Then he looked at the blonde, who was 
smiling as big as he was. "How the fuck did we get-oh shit, what's your name?" 


"Marianne." She laughed. "We took the limo. You don't remember?" 


"Oh god, a fucking limo?" | groaned. 


"Oh yeah, the limo!" Then he turned to me, whispering not too quietly into my ear. "I got a limo, Jerry. It's got 
that thing.where the driver can't see..." 


"You mean privacy glass?" 


"Yeah!" He swung his free arm out, pulling both of us to the side with the motion of it. "Nobody can see what 
the fuck's going on back there." 


"Great" 
"Let's go for a ride, Jerr.just you and me...” 
"What about Marianne?" | asked, pointing her way. "Don't be rude to your date." 


She smiled again, her big brown eyes blinking sweetly. "Actually, if you could just get me home, I've got work 


tomorrow." 


"Work?" Chad yelled. "There's no work tomorrow! Herel” He pulled out his wallet and shoved a bunch of dollar 


bills into her hand. "You work for me now! Everyone works for me!" 


This proclamation had everybody in the room holding up their drinks, shouting, except for Ryan who was now 


standing next to me. No, he was pretty quiet, still lit, but quiet. 


"I love this guy," Chad said, leaning in front of me to get to him. "I meant it” He shook me with the arm stil 
draped over my shoulder. "I really, really love this guy.” 


Ryan eyed me, his head tilted to the side. He smiled and said, "| can see why." 


~the~ 


Profalse Idol 
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~/J/~ 

"Don't let it get you down, Sweet Cheeks." 

"I'm not" 

Oh, but it was. Chad hid his emotions about as well as he hid the fact that he was Canadian. From my spot in 
the kitchen, | could see him slouched down in my couch, arms folded over his chest, one leg crossed over the 
other, face scrunched up like someone'd pinched him. Sitting on the coffee table sideways, next to a green day- 
glow bong we'd abused all day, was a magazine he'd been reading. Next to it were several emtpy beer bottles. | 
was coming back from the frige with another round. 

"They don't know shit, man. Besides, what the fuck does it matter? Don't let it upset you." 


"l'm not upset." 


"Yeah, you are," | said, handing him a bottle. "Im telling you, they don't know what the fuck they're talking 
about." 


"Well, there's gotta be some truth to it, | mean, they fucking voted on it” 

| dropped down to a seat next to him and grabbed the magazine. It was well bent, pratically trained to return 
to the article we were talking about. | gave it a good looking over. "I don't even know why you let your people 
send you this shit” 


"| don't know why either," he murmurred. 


It was a copy of the British magazine Kerrang!. Somehow Sweet Cheeks had been voted the Ugliest person in 
Rock n Roll, and he was SO letting it get to him. 


"If you think about it, like, HUNDREDS of people must think it, otherwise, | wouldn't have won, right?" He turned 


to me. "Or lost, or whatever it means. Winning is losing, right?" 


All | could do was chuckle. | knew Chad was vain, but c'mon! | mean, he was going to fucking Super Cuts to get 


his hair bleached. Hell, | could've done a better job. And his clothes could've come right out of "Stoner Fashion 
Monthly", or something like that, or maybe "Lumberjacks R Us". Okay, yeah, my clothes could've too. But fuck, | 
didn't care what people thought. Chad was pissed as hell, hurt even. This really, really bothered him. | chuckled 
again just thinking about it. 

‘It's not funny, Jerry.” 

"Yeah, it is, because you're getting so bent out of shape over it. You get laid A LOT. That means you're sexy.” 
"Yeah, but is it me, or the fame?" 

"Is you, Sweet Cheeks, trust me on that" 

| tossed the magazine as far off as | could. I'd almost got it into Osiris’ litter box, which is where | was aiming. 
She was licking her ass, hind leq stretched over head when it sailed past her. She tore out of the living room 


with a meow. 


| even beat out Lemmy." Chad turned to me, looking like someone'd just shit in his shoe. "I'm uglier than 


Lemmy. No one's uglier than Lemmy." 
"You're not uglier than Lemmy. You're hot, man, I'm tellin’ ya." 


| leaned forward to set my beer bottle down on the coffee table. As | sat back, | slid my hand up his thigh, 
pushing it into his groin. He responded by pushing my arm away. 


"Hey, man, don't do that," | said. "I'm about to prove to you how nof unsexy you are." 

‘lm not in the mood, Jerry." 

Chad pushed off the couch, his bell bottom jeans making a scuffling sound with each step as he crossed the 
room. Goddamn, he was fucking hot, and | didn't need a panel of judges or voters to tell me that. | knew by just 
watching him, and watching him pace back and forth in my house in a tizzy was stirring up the blood in my 
under regions, if you know what | mean, 

"Pull your pants down, Chad, and give me sixty seconds. | guarantee | can get you in the right frame of mind" 


"I don't wanna go there. | just wanna get lit out of my head." 


He traveled into the kitchen, opening cupboards, one by one. Then he noticed | kept the liquor on the top of the 
refrigerator. He grabbed a bottle of Southern Comfort and started looking for a glass. 


"The kind of southern comfort | got for you is better, Sweet Cheeks. You don't need that." 


Chad looked up at me, still pouring the whiskey in his glass. "I don't need this, but its what | want." 
~Glug~glug~glug~ He filled it to the top. As he lifted it to his mouth, the motion sent some whiskey over the 


glass's rim. 


"If you listen to everything those fuckers say, you're going to spend most of your evenings doing that..or 


worse." 

He stood in the kitchen, the table light putting him in semi-shadow. | watched him in profile, lift the glass, 
lower the glass, hold it out for a look and then swig all of it down. He slammed it, empty, on the counter, 
releasing a sigh. 

| took a slow sip off my beer, watching him reach for the bottle again. Man, | hated seeing him like this. Of 
course, | knew | had something that might make him happy. | hadn't wanted to go, but if it'd help... "Chad, you 
keep drinking like that and you'll be puking before we make it to the party." 

He replied without looking at me, his voice dead like he didn't care. "Party? What party?" 

"The party we're going to tonight.” 

Chad filled his glass again. "| don't want to go to any fucking party." 


"It ain't just any party. What if | said it was at James Hetfield's house?" 


That stopped him in his tracks, the bottle of whiskey poised right over the glass, not a drop coming out. His 
eyes turned to mine. "James Hetfield is having a party?" 


"That's what | said” 

"Tonight?" 

Yep" 

"What time?" 

| looked at my watch. It was eleven thirty. "Right about now 

Chad's eyes rolled around in their sockets, searching for what.who knows. 
"Wanna go?" 

He set the bottle down "Fuck yeah" 


~/C/~ 


An hour later, Jerry and | pulled into a circular drive, already littered with cars.fancy cars. Mercedes, Lexus, 
Lamborghini, Humm-V's, you name it. Of course, the cars were nothing on the house. The house was 
spectacular, like a cabin, only not like a cabin, like a mansion-cabin. It was huge and wooden and surrounded by 
trees and a lawn that was probably manicured specifically to not look manicured. James Hetfield probably told 
Mother Nature exactly where to put everything. | imagined he probably also sent her choreography on how 
and when he wanted the wildlife to trapse by. Deer were probably scheduled to come in any second now and 
offer themselves up on his door mat. | figured there was probably also a set schedule for me to throw 
myself on the floor and plead "I'm not worthy, I'm not worthy" because just being on his property made me 
feel that way. Yeah, this was a Wayne's World moment, and | was glad I'd downed a fifth of that whiskey 
before we left. Actually | probably should've drunk more. 


‘C'mon, Mr Unsexy." Jerry nudged my shoulder as he passed me on the porch. "Close your mouth and walk’ 
It took them a couple of seconds, but my legs finally took their cue. 
"Are you sure it's alright for me to be here?" 


Jerry glared at me, squinted eyed, over his shoulder. "Oh god, shut up." Then he put his hand on the door knob, 
didn't ring the bell, didn't knock, just walked right the fuck on in. 


"Hey, man!" Immediately Jerry was in someone's arms. | couldn't see who, because they were shorter than him. 


After they broke apart, | saw it was Lars Ulrich. Oh, fuck. Here we go. 


"Hey, | thought you said you weren't going to make it" Lars pulled a cell phone from his jacket pocket, a 
leather Armani blazer to be exact, and started punching his thumb around on it's keypad. "Now | have to- Hold 
on," he said, bringing it to his ear. "Hey, its me. | need~yeah-where can-yeah." He turned his back to us, 
walking towards the kitchen. 


Jerry turned to eye me over his shoulder. Pursing his lips, he nodded. "Yep. Now we're talkin’. C'mon." He 
grabbed me by the flap of my jacket and drug me further into the house. We passed all kinds of people: bikers, 
models maybe, business like people. | thought | saw a few guys from that band Korn, and some from Godsmack. 


Holy shit, and why the fuck was | here? By the grace of God and Jerry. What a lucky fuck. 


"What's up, man" Jerry leaned shoulder to shoulder with Kirk Hammett. Oh my god, | thought | was gonna be 
sick | rubbed my hand over my belly, trying to calm it. It didn't help. In fact, it got worse when Kirk turned to 


look at me. 


"Hey," he said, pointing a hand at me. He had a spliff pinched between two of the fingers. "You're that guy... 


That... How you remind me." 


"Yeah." 


Then he handed the joint to me. | took it and sucked up what magic was left. There wasn't much. | guess it was 


a mini-Metallica joint. | needed like thirty of these. 

Jerry smiled, slapping my back. "This here is the most unsexy guy in rock n roll." 

| choked. 

Kirk squinted his eyes, looking hard at me, then back to Jerry. "He is?" 

"I don't think so," Jerry replied. "Stupid fuckers who write Kerrang..." 

"Ahhh." Kirk shook his head, swishing his hand at me. "What the fuck do they know, man 
Jerry added, "That's exactly what | said" 


| kept sucking on the mini-Metallica spliff, my eyes going back and forth to each of them like | was watching a 
tennis match. 


"Where's James?" 

"He's in the billiards room, playing with his balls." Kirk snorted a laugh. 

"Newsted?" 

Kirk's eyes widened, his voice dejected. "Uh, no. No. Jay's not here." 

Jerry lifted an eyebrow. "Why you sayin’ it like that, man? What, is he dead, or somethin?" 

Kirk looked from me to Jerry and began turning to face the crowd behind him. "No. But he might as well be." 
Jerry eyed me, wrinkling his brow. "Ooookay." 

From there we walked through Hetfield Manor. Up some stairs. Down some stairs. Through a gorgeous, all oak 
kitchen with windows overlooking a grouping of spotlit trees and boulders. Down some more stairs. Down a hall. 
Down another set of stairs. Into the billiards room. This room had a huge, horizontal window that spanned wall 
to wall with a line of bench seating beneath it. There was a fire crackling in a marble fireplace. Front and 
center was a beautiful, ornately carved wooden pool table that had pockets trimmed with dangling leather 
fringe. That fucking pool table alone probably cost more than my house. | set my palm on the cue ball. Hey, | 


could tell all the guys I'd touched James Hettield's balls! | panicked, feeling another Wayne's World moment. 


Jerry nudged me. "Get your hands off Hets balls." 


| quickly pulled my hand back and he laughed. 

The room appeared empty until my attention was caught by a clink of bottle against bottle. There was an 
amoire looking piece of furniture in the corner, but when the door opened all the way, | could see it was 
actually a refrigerator. Someone was bent down, getting something out of the bottom shelf. When they stood 
up, | saw that it was James Hetfield THE James Hetfield Oh my god, I'm not worthy! I'm not worthy! | resisted 
the urge to drop to my knees. 

"Hheeeeeet," Jerry growled, stepping down off the last step into the room. 

James turned to face us, and it sent shivers through my body. Not worthy! 

"Look at you, you fucker. | thought you said you weren't going to make it” 


He and Jerry met each other, all smiles, in a hug, each of them pounding each other's backs. 


"Well, we had a change of plans. Got a friend here who needs cheering up." Jerry laid a hand on the back of my 
neck and used it to shake me. Apparently my head was a giant fucking baby rattle. 


"Oh yeah?" Hetfield stepped forward. "What's your name, friend?" 
"Chad Kroeger: 

"Ah, yeah, | know who you are" 

Oh my god, he knows who | am? Not worthy! Not worthy! 

"Want a drink, Chad Kroger?" 

is 


He tilted his bottle towards the other end of the room, to a large glossed wooden bar, sort of like the kind you 


see in English Pubs, only like newwer, and uh, more expensive, I'm sure. "Grab a stool." 
"Okay, thanks." 


| took a seat as James Hetfield circled to the other side. The entire wall behind the bar was stocked with 
different kinds of whiskey bottles, some kinds | recognized, others | didn't. "Let's see." He pointed to some on 
the top shelf and then brought one down that was half empty. There was a little bit of dust on it. "Ever have 
this before?" he asked, showing me the label. | couldn't even read it. | think it was in Japanese or Hindu or 


something weird like that. 


"Uh, no." 


"Good. This will make for an interesting evening then" James Hetfield reached underneath the bar and brought 
up a short, fat glass. He leaned down again and came up with a fistful of ice cubes. He opened his fingers and 
they fell into what was going to be my drink. | noticed the hair missing from his right forearm, the melted, 
scarred skin. | wondered what it felt like to touch it, but quickly dropped that thought when he lifted his chin 
at Jerry. "What are you waiting for? Get your ass over here." James Hetfield grabbed another glass and began 
filling it like mine. His eyes shifted up to peer at Jerry from beneath his brow. "You need me to push in your 
stool?" Then his face broadened with a smile. 

"That's alright. It's been getting pushed in quite a bit lately. Ain't that right, Chad?" 

My brow furrowed, and | turned to shoot Jerry a look What the fuck were they talking about? 

With a wink, Jerry added, "Sweet cheeks.” 

Oh god, | could have fucking died at that moment. As if | wanted my idol knowing- 

"Ah, its like that, is it?" | turned at the sound of James Hetfield's voice. He huffed a chuckle. "Sweet Cheeks?" 
"Fuck, Jerry." 

He elbowed me. "Don't get your panties in a wad. Het doesn't care." 

"No, | care," | retorted. | rubbed my fingertips into the bridge of my nose, squinting my eyes shut. 

"Don't worry about it," James Hetfield said. "It's not too hard to figure out" 

“But l'm not-" 

"Sure, you aren't. l'm not either." 

| watched James Hetfield empty a glass and pour himself another. Just... Whoa, 

"You gonna catch up or what?" he asked, motioning to my drink 

| chugged down the weird stuff he'd poured me. Even after all I'd drunk that night, it still burnt the shit out of 
my throat. Jerry shot out a ‘haaaa' after he finished his, so | know it did his too. Then James Hetfield filled 
our glasses again 


"One for one. Round two." 


Just after we finished those drinks, Lars Ulrich came tapping down the steps in what appeared to be Italian 
loafers. He had one hand stuck into the pocket of his slacks, the other holding his cell phone to his ear. "Jerry? 


Jack Frost just arrived out front," he called out, his jaw slapping on a piece of chewing gum. "You in?" 
Jerry nodded and lifted from his stool 

"What's that?" | asked 

"Nothing for you to worry about 

| looked to James who replied bluntly, "Snow," and then tapped his pointer finger on the side of his nose. 
Oh, sure. Now | really felt stupid 

"Be back in a bit" Jerry slapped my shoulder. "Be good" 


"Don't worry, Jerr, he will" My eyes shot to Hetfield as he said that, and | watched him polish off a third 
glass of the weird stuff. Then he poured himself another. "More?" he asked me. 


| shook my head. "No thanks, I'm already about to fall off my stool.” 


Het chuckled. "Don't worry. I'll take care of your stool for you." After another chuckle, he added, "Sweet 
Cheeks." 


"God, | am going to fucking kill Jerry for saying that.” 

“Trust me, when he comes back hot wired, you're really going to want to kill him." 

That thought sat roughly on me. Jerry was off drugging, even after the whole fucked up ordeal we had with 
him not wanting me to do drugs? What the fuck was that about? And why was it okay for him, but not for 
me? 

"You sure you don't want another?" James asked, the bottle's mouth hovering over the lip of my glass. 

| swished my finger at it. "Go ahead. What's one more?" 

~/J/~ 

Lars and | rendezvoused with his guy in one of Het's spare bedrooms. We'd pulled a fucking mirror off the wall 
to line the shit up on. It'd been a long time since I'd had any of the stuff, and to tell the truth, | practically 
shook with the need for it. 


"Here." 


Lars handed me a rolled up dollar bill, a Ben Franklin to be exact. Man, was | glad he was fitting the bill for this. 


After one snort | realized this was high quality stuff. It wasn't going to be cheap, that was for sure, and | 
didn't even know if | had that much money on me. 


"Good?" he asked. 


| pinched my nose, squinting my eyes at the dealer. "Yeah. Dude, do you have a fucking card? | may need to call 
you later." 


Lars snorted a line, then a second, 

"Yeah, here. Call me anytime." 

| stuck it in my back pocket. "Thanks." 

Lars snorted another line. "One more, Jerr." 

Who am | to say no? OF course | took the last line. And then the dealer left, leaving Lars with extra for when 
we needed it. By the way | felt, | knew | was set. It'd probably be sometime tomorrow night before I'd get any 


sleep, if that soon at all. 


"So, who's the new kid?" Lars paced back and forth, running a hand through his pommaded hair, chomping his 
gum like it was going out of style. 


"Chad." 


"Chad?" He leaned down, twisting his head each way, his eyes so wide the irises were surrounded by white. | 
knew he was having a hard time keeping still. To tell the truth so was |. "Buddy? Friend? Piece of ass?" 


"More than that." 
He laughed. "More than that? To YOU? You must be mellowing in your old age, Jerr." 


"| guess so." | sat down on the bed, running my finger over the mirror still laid flat next to me. | brought the 


dust to my mouth and rubbed my teeth with it. 
"You're brave, leaving him alone with James." 
"Nah." | shook my head. "I spelled it out for him. He knows." 


"Yeah, but does he care? The shit that's been going on.. You know how James handles his problems." 


"What problems?" 


"Jay. The two of them fucking fight like cats and dogs, always at each other's throats. Jay wants to do some 


side stuff and James would rather he be dead" 

"Side stuff?" 

"Other bands, different music." 

"Fuck, Metallica's not enough for him?" 

Lars shrugged. "You should understand, Jerr. When Alice was stagnate, you ran off and did your own thing.” 
"Yeah, but it was with their blessing." 

"And you wouldn't have done it anyway if they said no?" 

‘|... | don't know." | thought about it for a moment. If Sean or Mike had said no... | didn't bother asking Layne. | 
knew he'd be too fucked up to care. | couldn't be sure what I'd done, but then again, | wasn't fucking any of my 
bandmates at that point. James and Newsted, | don't know if they'd ever been like that to each other. It's not 
like | kept track, but it was possible. | mean, | knew James liked fucking ass, and I'd always had the feeling Jay 
might swing that way. | knew James was possessive over him, always kept an eye on him. It was either a big 
brother kind of thing or a jealous lover thing. | never cared, even when | was having my turn with James. It's 


not like | was looking for exclusivity in my partners at that time. 


‘In any case, Jason is synonymous with mud right now. Even the mention of his name sends James into a 


fucking pissy ass tyrade." 

"Ill make sure not to say it” 

"Yeah, well, | wouldn't leave your Chad alone with him for too long. James has been more than needy lately." 
| sighed. "Their fine, Lars. Their probably both passed out by now." 

"Don't count on it" 

"Chad-" | laughed- "He would never-" 


Lars tilted his chin, eyeing me from the side. His brow knitted. "I hope you're sure about that, man. If he were 
my tail, I'd be down there guarding it with my life.. especially if it meant something to me." 


| laughed. "Lars. It's no problem. He doesn't do what James likes his boys to do. | should know.’ 


"Okay," Lars replied, dropping into a chair. "It's your ass on the line, not mine." 


Hurts Don\'t H? 


Author's Notes: 
| hadn\'t meant to write half of this, but it came out anyway. No stopping the smut machine... 


e/U/* 

So, l'm sitting there beside James Hetfield. No, | mean James fucking Hetfield. I'm sitting in his fucking house, 
drinking his fucking whiskey (or whatever the hell this shit was), sitting on a fucking bar stool beside him, 
talking like | actually fucking belonged here. Only Rock and Roll, man. Only Rock and Roll can hand a dumb fuck's 


dreams over on a silver fucking platter. 

Yeah, | was so still feeling NOT WORTHY. 

"What? Is my house not heated? You fucking cold, Chad?" 

"Huh?" 

James Hetfield cast his eyes to the jacket | was still wearing, his mouth twisted in a half smile. 
"Oh. Heh." | got off my bar stool and shrugged it off. "I guess | forgot about it" 

James Hetfield chuckled, watching me sit back down. "You act like your nervous” 

"I am. | mean... Well, I'm a huge fan, you know, of you.. | mean, Metallica” 


There was complete silence except for the far off noise of talking and music, the party that was still going on 


upstairs. 


| was alone with James Hetfield.. and he was staring straight into my eyes. He flicked a finger at me, the tip of 
it brushing my shoulder. "Look at that curly hair." 


| turned my face, eyes set straight in front of me. Shit. This felt weird. Not very much like a Wayne's World 
moment. | noticed then that it wasn't all that hot in the room, but yet, | was sweating. | wiped a hand over my 
brow. 


"Do you smoke, Chad?" 


| laughed. Was he kidding me? "Yeah, a bit" 


"| got Monte Cristos." 
My face turned to his. "Yeah?" | had no idea what those were. 
"Yep. Number twos" 

That didn't help. It still drew a blank, 


James Hetfield kept his steely eyes on me, the tips of his thumb and forefinger stroking his whiskered jaw line. 
"We have to go to the library to smoke, though. My old lady can't stand the smell anywhere else in the house." 


"Oh, yeah, l'm sure." 

He dismounted his stool, letting it push up from between his legs. The chain that extended from his belt loop 
to the wallet in his back pocket jangled. He sounded as if he had a bunch of change rattling in his pockets. Each 
step he took chimed. When he got to the door way, he stopped. 

"You comin?" 

"Uh, yeah." 

When we got to the library, there was another bar, not as fancy as the one in the billiards room, but it was 
well stocked. Hetfield reached into a mini-fridge under the counter and came out with two beers. He opened 
each, flicking the tops off with a tool from his mighty key chain. 

"Here. Everyone says you should have brandy with a cigar but | say fuck that" 

"Heh." Okay, that's what we were going to do, smoke cigars. Cool. "Hey, beer's fine with me." 

| dropped into a sofa, taking the bottle he handed me, and watched James Hetfield go to a bureau on the other 
side of the room. He took out his key chain again and unlocked a glass topped wooden box and produced two 
cigars from it. He snipped off the ends with some sort of clip that he'd retrieved from one of the box's 
drawers and handed me one. 

"Ever smoke these before, Chad?" 


"Uh, no, actually. I've never smoked cigars." 
y g 


He set his eyes on me, them shaded by the tilt of his head and his thick blonde brow. The room was near 
black, only the light of a fireplace throwing orange and yellow against the first couple of feet in front of it. 


"You have to wet the end of it, mouth it a little." He placed the cigar to his lips and | saw his tongue push out 
underneath it. "Like that, see?" 


| mimicked him, feeling the leather of it soften and sweeten on my tongue. There was a tingling sensation that 


shot up into my palate. 
James Hetfield smiled. "Yeah, like that. Very good" He chuckled. "Let's light it now.’ 


| watched him grab a long, thin stick of wood from a brass can on the floor and ignite it by shoving the end in 
the fireplace. The shadow of his face illuminated a warm yellow as he brought it towards him. 


"See this?" he asked, speaking around the cigar. "You hold it by the head" His fingers pinched it close to his 
mouth and his tongue flicked out again. "Suck it, but don't let the fire touch the cigar. You have to suck the 
heat through the end without scorching it" His mouth made a dry, puckering sound. Pwah Pwah "You turn it" 
Pwah "Turn it" Pwah The end of the cigar glowed a full circle of red and after a few more puffs, he let the 


smoke languidly coax out of his mouth. Then he smiled. "Your turn, Chad." 


| got to my feet and approached him. | placed the cigar to my lips. Hetfield stepped closer, his eyes intently 
watching me. 


"Wet it," he said, his voice low, kind of husky. "Lick the end" 
| laid the cigar on the flat of my tongue, rolling it. 
"Beautiful. Let's light it" 


He placed his hand on my shoulder and brought the stick's flame towards me, barely a space between it and 
the cigar's end. 


"Suck it, Chad 

| did what he told me. 
"Harder. Suck it harder" 

| did 

"Turn and suck, turn and suck" 


| felt heat seep into my mouth, rushing a peppery sweet spray into my nostrils, making me choke. "Oh shit" 
Cough-cough.| brought my fist up to my mouth. Cough "Goddamn, that's strong.’ 


Hetfield laughed. "It's almost lit. Try it again" 


| put the cigar in my mouth and puffed on it some more. That's when | noticed his hand slide off my shoulder 


and smooth across my shoulder blade, then down my back. 
"Suck it harder, Chad. You're almost there." After a few seconds, he added, "It's done. It's lit" 


He stepped closer, what seemed closer than he needed to be. His hand passed over my waistband, to my ass. 


Fuck, it was very clear to me now what was going on, and | wasn't sure how | felt about it. 

"| like watching your lips. Very hot." 

He passed behind me, his arm brushing my back, and tossed the stick into the fire. | kept sucking on that damn 
cigar. Nerves, | guess. The nicotine went straight to my head. | was dizzy, my heart racing. | clenched my eyes 
shut and then opened them wide. 

"You like it?" he asked. 


In a low voice, | replied, "Yes." 


Hetfield turned and set his cigar in an ashtray on the end table beside the couch. Then, in what seemed like a 


dream, he lowered to his knees in front of me. 

My voice came in a whisper, "Mr. Hetfield?" 

His hands grabbed me on the back of my thighs, fingers pressing into me so hard that | was sure I'd be 
bruised. Fuck, | didn't know what to do. This couldn't be happening. This was fucking James Hetfield! Fucking 
Metallica, man! | sucked in a breath when he pressed his face into my crotch, his nose loudly inhaling. 


"Mmmm." 


"Shit," | whispered. | stood there, my arms poised up, bent at the elbows, one hand holding the cigar away from 


my torso. 


"Let's take these off." Hetfield fiddled with my belt, the clink of the buckle like an irritating bell to my ears. 
"Yeah, let's see what Chad's got in here." 


‘Um: 


My jeans wiggled down to my knees. Next thing | knew, his lips were on me, hot, open, his thick tongue padding 
my flacid cock that he'd gotten into his mouth. Now | was the fucking cigar. | don't know what the hell he was. 
The way he mauled my crotch reminded me of the way starving vampires devoured their victims in horror 


movies. He groaned and nuzzled, groaned and nuzzled. 


| can't do this," | whispered. "Jerry-" 


"Don't worry about him." Hetfield tilted his chin up to meet my gaze. The flames only gleamed against the back 
of his head. | couldn't see his face. "Jerry never expected anything from anybody that he couldn't deliver, and 


nobody owns Jerry." 


"But-" | sucked in a breath when his hands reached to my ass and clutched me tightly. | felt myself being 


spread. My voice squeezed out, "He owns me." 


James tilted his face again and laughed. The whiskers on his chin pricked the tender skin of my balls. Heat 
flooded my pelvis. "Not right now he doesn't" 


Hetfield's tongue lapped my sack. His teeth scraped me, my painfully hard cock brushing against the side of his 
forehead. This was not happening. This was not happening. 


"Oh god," | gasped when his finger brushed over my asshole. "No." 

Then my dick was in his mouth again. The sound he made, it was a pattern of humming and moaning, humming 
and moaning, the whole time my cock was going crazy, my head was spinning. | placed my hand on his shoulder 
to keep myself from falling down. 


"The couch," Hetfield murmured. 


He pushed and followed me, walking on his knees until the backs of my calves met something solid and | dropped 
down onto it. 


"Gimme this." 

He took the cigar from my hand and placed it on a side table ashtray. Then he situated himself in front of me, 
his hands running up and down my bare thighs. They worked their way up, under my t-shirt, palming over my 
pecs. 

"So young," he said. "You feel like a boy." 

| dropped my head against the back of the couch and closed my eyes. | was powerless, | couldn't stop him. l'm 

not sure | wanted to. Jerry's face flashed through my brain but quickly faded to black. He hadn't promised me 
anything. He never once said he wouldn't fuck anyone else. Hell, he was probably punching into somebody at 


that very moment, right? Otherwise he would be with me. 


| opened my eyes and watched James undress. The fireplace glowed orange over half his face as he leaned 


down to reach something under the couch. Oh fuck. Lube. 
"Get your boots off," he said. "Get naked. | want to touch all of you." 


With a pit in my stomach, | did what he said. | did everything he said. | laid lengthwise on the couch. | rolled 


onto my stomach. Why?, | asked myself. Why are you doing this? 

"| dont know," | said out loud 

"Don't worry. | know. Don't worry about a thing" James chuckled. "Sweet Cheeks" 

He mounted the couch, then kicked my legs to bend and spread them apart enough so he could get between 
them. One of his hands slid under me and | swayed my back, lifting my hips off the couch so he could reach 


my dick. 


"You're practically hairless," he said, his fingers running back and forth between the crack of my cheeks. 
"Sweet enough to eat.” 


| gasped when he pushed his face against my ass. The whiskers of his chin scoured my flesh. The hot wetness 


of his tongue pressed to me and swirled around. The whole time his large, warm hand stroked my dick. 
"Oh shit," | whispered. "I'm gonna cum-" 


"No, you're not." ~Smack~ He slapped my ass. "You'll cum when | tell you to." ~Smack~ He slapped me again. My 


ass lit up with the sting of it. 

| coughed/sobbed/ groaned, fuck, did all three at once. What had | gotten myself in to? | was acutely aware he 
was inspecting me, because he wasn't doing anything else except alternately spreading one of my ass cheeks at 
a time with his hand. The other hand must've been rubbing his own cock, making sure it was hard enough to 
shove into me, because | could hear the slick, rhythmic slapping of it behind me. | squeezed my eyes shut and 
pushed the top of my head into the arm of the couch, my ass still high in the air. 

"Fuck, just do it. Get it over with." 

“Say my name." 

| hesitated. 

~Slap~ "Say my name, you little ass fuck. Say it" ~ Slap~ 


| whined, "James." 


| heard the much too familiar sound of lube spitting out, felt his fingers put it on me. Then | felt the palm of 
his hand at the base of my spine, push and slide up my back, and then his fingers clenched in my hair. 


"Tell me you want me to fuck you, Chad." 


"Oh god, please," | cried. "| can't." 


~ Slap~ 

"James-" 

~ Slap~ 

"Oh god, fuck me." 


And then he pushed into me. And | cried out. With each slide into me | cried out. Over and over and over. | 


must've sounded like | was being murdered. 

"You like that?" he growled. ~ Smack~ "You like me fucking your tight little ass?" 

"Shit," | whimpered. 

| felt the pressure of his chest fall on my back. His arm curled around my hip. His hand grabbed my cock. 


"I bet you sing real pretty when you cum." He pumped me and fucked me in a simultaneous rhythm. His teeth 
pinched my shoulder blade. | felt the words spray on my neck. "Sing, Sweet Cheeks, sing." 


"Aahhhhh." 


My body convulsed. | stilled. Then | convulsed again, feeling my ass spasm against his cock. | slumped, pushing 


my face into the bend of my elbow. 
"That was real pretty, Sweet Cheeks. I'd say that deserves a Grammy." James chuckled. 


He lifted off my back, and grabbed my hips. Then he began slamming into me to the hilt, a deliberate emphasis 


on banging against me, grunting. | could hear and feel the slap of his balls against mine. 
"So, fucking tight.” 


The pace quickened and then suddenly stopped. He moaned. | felt the pulsing of his orgasm, and then after some 
hesitation, he pulled out of me. 


Yes. My ass fucking hurt. 


"Nice," he said matter-of-factly, moving off the couch to a stand. "Very nice. Maybe we can do that again 


some other time. Give me your number." 


| rolled to my side, still trying to catch my breath, watching him pick my clothes up off the floor. After he 
had them all, he tossed them to me. 


"You better get these back on pretty quick. Jerr will probably come back soon" 
Again, | did exactly what he said. 
~/J/~ 


Lars and | made our way around the party, talking a freight train's way through everyone. It wasn't completely 


obvious to me how annoying we were being until everybody separated off and migrated away from us. 
"The hell?" 


| noticed Kirk, sitting in a chair with his gorgeous waif of wife sitting on his knee. Oh, if only they weren't 


married... 

"What?" | asked, when he shook his head at me. 

"You need to chill, Jerr" 

| took a hit off my cigarette, furrowing my brow. "Why?" 

He smiled, shifting his eyes off me, and shaking his head. 

Then Lars leaned into me. "I wonder where your friend and James are." 

| looked at my watch. Wow. It was pretty late. Time flies when you're sparked. "I don't know. Let's go find out.” 
Lars and | headed through the kitchen-no Chad or James. We went downstairs to the billiards room-no Chad or 
James. Their empty whiskey glasses were still on the bar, nothing but melted ice in them, their bottoms 
surrounded by wet rings. 

| wonder where they could be?" Lars asked, chewing his gum, smiling. "The cigar room, you think?" 

| eyed him sideways. Yeah, | knew what the cigar room was all about. I'd had myself spread, buck ass naked 
there a couple of times. Instead of calling it the cigar room, it should've been called the nasty butt sex room. 
It wasn't just the smell of cigars James' wife wanted kept to there. 

"Look, I'm tellin’ ya, Chad's not like that. They're probably watching a movie. Let's try the media room." 

But just like Lars knew it would be, it was empty. So were all the other bedrooms in the house, well,, they 


weren't in them, anyway. And it wasn't either of them sitting in the basement hot tub, or swimming in the 


indoor pool. 


"The cigar room, Jerr." 

With a rock in my stomach, we went there. | tried the door and it was locked. 

"Open up!" | banged on the door. "James!" 

After a few moments, | heard the lock click over, and the door opened. First thing | saw: Chad, crammed into 
the corner of the couch, eyes cast down to a beer bottle he had poised on his knee. Without looking to me, he 
lifted it to his lips and took a long sip. No, the tube of lube poking out from underneath the couch didn't escape 
me. 


"What's up?" | asked, walking into the room. "Whatch-you guys doin?" 


"Having a cigar, Jerr. Want one?" | turned to James, who began opening the humidor to get me one of his 


$500 smokes. 
"No. Thanks, but no." 
| crossed the room and took a seat beside Chad. Still, he did not look at me. 


"You ready to leave?" | asked in a low voice. 


He nodded. "Yeah." He set the bottle down on the table and tried to get to his feet, but | shoved him back 


down. 
"No." | shook my head, watching James. "I think we'll stay a little bit longer.” 


James tilted his head, holding a short lit cigar in front of his chest. "Whats wrong, Jerr? Coke got you in a 


mood, or what?" 
"Goddamn it, James. Why?" 
"Why what?" 


"Don't act like you don't know what I'm talking about. | could smell Chad's ass all over you as soon as | walked 


through the door." 
James chuckled. Chad, his elbow propped on the couch's arm, pushed his forehead into his hand. 
"Ah, Jerr, don't be mad. We just had a little fun. No harm done." 


"Says who?" | ask. "| mean, did no one think of me?" 


‘I'm sorry," Chad whispered. 

"Fuck, Jerry." James laughed. "When did you start caring about-" 

"When | fell in love with him," | said quietly. 

| noticed Chad, in my peripheral vision, turn his face towards me. "God, I'm so sorry." 


| couldn't say anything. | just sat there fuming. When | couldn't stand it anymore | grabbed a vase off the table 


next to me and chucked it across the room. 

"Heyl" James brought both hands up in front of him. "The fuck? Do you know how much that fucking cost?" 
| lunged at him, pushing him against the wall. Thanks to the coke | was actually strong enough to move him. 
But: It didn't make me heavy enough to keep James from pushing me off. He could have very easily. 
Fortunately he didn't do it. He just stared me, eye to eye, me keeping him pinned against the wall by my fists 
knotted up in his shirt against his chest. 

"I didn't know," he said. "If | thought it was gonna hurt you | wouldn't have done it” 

| pushed myself off him and stepped back. My body trembled. | clenched my fists at my sides. 

Its my fault," Chad choked out. "| should have stopped it” 

| turned to him. "Yeah, you should have." | closed my eyes and covered my face in my hands. The vision of 
them two together flashed off in painful snapshots. James. On top of my Chad. His dick. In my boyfriend's ass. 
"Did you like it?" | asked, bringing my hands down. "Did you find a dick that you could take, Chad?" 


His eyes rolled up, his lips pursing. Then he looked away. 


"Wow, you must've really liked it, huh, Sweet Cheeks? | shouldn't be surprised. | know James is a good fuck. Did 


he slap your ass too?" 


Chad got to his feet, still keeping his eyes off me, and walked towards the door. Before he could get there, | 
grabbed him by his shirt and yanked him back. 


"Oh, hell no, you're not leaving yet." | pushed him towards the couch and he fell into it. "Get your pants back 


off. It's my turn now." 
"Jerr-" 


"Shut up, James." 


"This is fucked up." Lars walked out of the room. 
"Go on! Get your fuckin’ pants off!" | yelled. 


Chad stared at me, his eyes big, blue, glossy; his eyebrows knitted, looking pitiful. After a heavy sigh he got to 
his feet and began unbuckling his belt. 


| started unbuttoning my shirt. | knocked the lube completely out from underneath the couch with my boot. 


"You're probably broken in real good now. As rough as James likes it, I'm sure you can take me now, no 


problem." 
"l'm outta here-" 


"No, James. Stay. | know how you like to watch. Hell, get the fuckin’ video camera out and you can watch it 


anytime you want." 

"Shit," he hissed, taking a seat in the corner. "This is fucked up." 

"Yes, it is," | replied. 

| tossed my shirt to the couch and yanked off my boots. Chad ducked out of his tee and lowered his jeans. | 
could still James’ hand prints on his right ass cheek as he bent over. That brought a lump in my throat. He 
was mine. WAS. But he'd wanted someone else.. in a way that he wouldn't have me 

| choked. | closed my eyes and | saw burnt green dots. 

Chad whispered, "Jerry? You okay?" 


| opened my eyes. "I'm fucking fine." 


Actually, no, | wasn't. | felt a strange sensation in my chest. | could actually feel my heart pounding, twisting 
and untwisting, frantically pumping the blood in and out of it. Pain sifted away from it and down into my arm. 


"You're white as a ghost" 


| flared my eyes at him. "I'm fine." Then | grabbed my shirt off the floor. "Have James fuck you again. ‘Cause | 


don't want you.” 
And then | walked.. and didn't look back. 


~TBC~ 


Over Now 


Author's Notes: 
God, | hate this!! Writing the end always makes me fucking cry! 


~/S/~ is for Shilah. She\'s here for the curtain call. 


~/S/~ 

It was Friday morning, around seven, almost eight o'clock, when | heard a knock on my door. Not quite so much 
a knock, really, as it was a bang. | was in my studio at the far end of the house, but | heard it all the way 
back there just the same. 


"Just a minute!" | called out, dropping a paint brush in a jar of thinner. As | swished it around, the liquid fogged 
and turn red. 


~Bang, bang, bang~ 
"Hold onl" | grabbed a rag, wiping my hands on it as | jogged to the door. 
~ Bang, bang~ 


| fiddled with the dead bolt. "Oh, for crying out loud-" And swung the door open. To my amazement, it was 
"Jerry?" 


| was pretty surprised. Not only because it was so early in the morning, but because | hadn't heard from 


either him nor Chad in over a month. Not an email, not a phone call, nothing. 

Eyes tired, face drawn, he said, "Can | come in?" 

"Yes-" He hadn't given me time to get the whole word out before he was stepping around me and into my 
house. "When did you get back in to town?" | turned towards him and watched as he flopped onto my couch. He 
leaned back, pushing the heels of his hands into his eye sockets. He wore a leather jacket over a worn out 
denim button down, and an equally worn pair of jeans. They looked like he'd slept in them. 

"I got back about a week ago." 


"Chad? Is he with you?" 


Without breaking the pose, he huffed a breathy laugh. After a moment he let his elbows drop on either side 


of his head and clasped his hands behind his neck. "No. He was. But not anymore." 


| walked to the couch and sat down beside him. | put my hand on his knee, but he kept his gaze straight in 
front of him. "What's wrong?" 


"You know he's cheating on you, right?" His face turned, to see my response. 
| smiled gently. "I figured as much. | have no right to complain. After all, | slept with you, didn't |?" 


Jerry kept his gaze on me. | could see how troubled he was. He was pale, thin, really thin, and tired-looking. His 


knee jittered up and down, making the couch tremble. 


"Are you going to tell me what's wrong?" | asked. "You didn't come here to tell me l'm not Chad's one and only. 


You know that's not news to me." 


His lashes twitched, his eyes blinked and narrowed. "Why aren't you enough?" he asked. Then he stroked my 
cheek with the back of his curled hand. "You're so fucking beautiful.” 


"Am | enough for you, Jerry?" 

His lips parted. | thought he was going to say something, but no words came out. Instead he turned on his hip 
and latched his hand on the back of my neck. He brought his mouth to mine but | turned to keep him from 
kissing me. 


"If you think making love to me is going to hurt him, you're wrong." 


We remained locked in our position, except for Jerry's hand that slid down my shoulder. It smoothed over my 


thin, cotton t-shirt and cupped my breast. His thumb slid back and forth, teasing my nipple. 


"Maybe | just want you," he said. "Maybe | just.." He panted, his breath heating my face. His hand slipped to 


my rib cage, and | noticed it was shaking. 


"Want to have Chad without having him?" When Jerry let go of me and slumped back in the couch, | added, 


"You're scared again. He's gotten too close." 
g g 


Jerry laughed, and stomped his boot on the floor. He loosely covered his face with his hand but still kept 
laughing. The laughter died into a heaving breath and then silence. 


"| cant read your mind, Jerry. Tell me what's wrong." 


Keeping his eyes aimed in front of him, his voice came out dry, dead-like, "Am | enough for you? Could you 


love only me?" 


Confused, | thought about this. "I don't know. I've done everything | can to resist you. I'm sure | could, if | 
thought you wanted me to." 


His head turned so he could look into my eyes. "Could you be-- could you just be.. faithful? Like, to me?" 

| smiled. "Yes." | reached up and cupped his face. His cheek was so warm against the palm of my hand, hot 
even, like he had a fever. | combed his hair back and ran my thumb over the cuff of his ear. "If you loved me, 
Jerry, | would never need to touch another man again, | know that." | leaned in and kissed him, relishing the tiny 
pucker of his lips on mine. | expected his tongue to push into my mouth, but he didn't move at all. When | 
realized | was the only person wanting the kiss, | pulled back. Feeling my heart sink with the realization, | 
whispered, "This is not about me, is it? This really is about Chad" 

Jerry, his eyes closed, nodded. They opened and he stared coldly into me. 

"He hurt you?" 

Again he nodded. "| don't wanna talk about it, but | knew you'd understand.. me." 

| did. | understood him. | understood why he loved Chad, and | understood why Chad loved him. They were so 
different that each facet in each of their personalities complimented the other's. So, when Jerry did finally 
later break down and tell me what happened, | was shocked. As hard as Chad worked to get Jerry's love, | 


couldn't imagine why he'd so carelessly hurt him. 


Jerry turned his face to me, us now lying side by side on my bed. "I never wanted to be owned. Refused it. But 
| gave myself to him. And he shit on me." 


"Would you rather not have loved him at all?" 
Flatly, without hesitation, Jerry answered, "Yes." 
He fell asleep after that. Of course, he'd had a shower, some breakfast, and a couple of Xanax. It was past 


noon, and | was on a deadline for my showing, so | went back to my studio. I'd been working for a couple of 


hours when my doorbell rang. | rushed to answer it in fear the noise would wake Jerry. | swung the door open 
"Shiloh" 

"Chad" 

He looked as bad, if not worse than Jerry, but that was just like Chad. He couldn't help showing all his emotions 
through his eyes, and they were screaming his torment at me. It didn't keep me from being angry, though. 


After all, he'd dumped me too. 


"What do you want?" 


He lowered his gaze, as if he were scared | might see the replay of what he'd done rolling through his mind. 


"Can | come in?" 
"lm really busy-" 


"Please" He huffed a breath. "| know | should have called you. I'm sorry." His eyes lifted and found me, still 
blocking the door, still unsympathetic to his plight. "Are you sure | can't come in?" 


PERRE 
His wide, blue eyes tried to read me like | read him. Maybe | gave a little bit away. "You've got company?" 
ees 

He stared a little bit longer, his mouth slightly agape. | could hear him breathing through it. "Boyfriend?" 

| nodded. 

He smiled, gritted his teeth actually, and scoffed. "I guess it was stupid of me to assume... 


"Yes, you are stupid if you assumed I'd wait for you. Despite what all your hangers-on tell you, Chad, the 


world does not revolve around you." 


| heard a noise behind me and glanced back to see what it was. It was Jerry, standing in the shadows, peeking 


around the corner, his hands clutching one of my kimonos closed in front of his chest. | turned back around. 
"Look, Chad, like | said, I've got work to do, so if you don't mind...” 


"Okay," he said, nodding his head. "I won't keep you any longer." He turned to leave and | began to shut the door, 
but he turned and shot me a look with his large, expressive eyes. "When's your show?" 


"| couldn't meet my deadline, so it's been postponed. Next month.. the fifth." 

He tried to smile. "I'll be there." 

"Great. Thanks.” And | shut the door. 

| pulled back a curtain that covered the window that flanked my front door and watched Chad get into a taxi 
that waited for him by the curb. | felt Jerry's presence thicken and warm the air behind me before he 


reached around me to pull enough curtain back to see Chad leaving for himself. 


"Did you want me to let him in?" | asked. "I can call him if you want." 


"No. 


He leaned his cheek against my head and wrapped one arm around my waist as the taxi drove away. Then he 
let the curtain fall shut, and pulled me to him. | held him tightly, too tightly | guess, because soon after he 


dropped his arms and walked away. 

~ ew 

My show went moderately well. The gallery wasn't one of the most prominent in LA, and | was still fairly 
unknown, but l'd sold nine pieces in a collection of thirty-five, so | couldn't complain It was considered a mild 
success. At that point in the evering, it could have gotten better as it was still early yet. | was standing in a 
circle of artistic types, middle-aged clubbers who lived in loft apartments and drove beemers, trying to appear 
as if | was having a good time. | mostly sipped my champagne and dodged questions about the models in my 


paintings and sculptures. 


"Shilah." My manager laid her hand on my shoulder, whispering into my ear, "There's someone here you need to 


talk to." 

| thought | was being called away to speak to a critic or a journalist, but when | turned around | saw Chad 
sitting on a retro, chrome and white plastic barstool. He had one leg stretched straight in front of him and one 
elbow braced on the bar behind He sat up when he saw me approaching him, and took a gulp from a wine glass 
that emptied it. 

"You made it," | said, smiling. "I didn't think you would.” 

"| said I'd come. And here | am." 

| nodded. "Here you are." 

He'd cleaned up. His hair'd been cut to his chin He'd never seemed the type to wear a sports jacket, but he 
was wearing one now, a black one, with a cream colored silk shirt beneath it. He yanked the stool beside him 
closer. 

"Sit down." 

"No. I'd rather stand." 

"Nervous?" he asked. 


| chuckled. "Yes." 


He turned his head each way, looking at all the paintings. Its not like you could miss them. The gallery was little 


more than a thirty foot tall, white box with a concrete floor. The only color in it were the people and my large 


canvases of reds, blues, purples, and oranges. 

"Are you looking for someone?" 

His eyes came back to me, a faint, insincere smile gracing his thick, whiskered lips. "No." 
| squinted one eye at him. "Are you sure?" 

"Yeah." 

Chad took the empty champagne glass from my hand and set it on the bar next to his. 
"Can we get a refill?" 


The bartender poured us another round and Chad handed my glass back. Before | took a sip, | asked him, "So 


where's the new girlfriend?" 
His brow lifted, his mouth dropped opened. "Why do you think | have a new girlfriend?" 


"Well, | know you didn't dress yourself like that” | turned my head, trying to see if any woman near by was 
giving me eye daggers. "And the hair?" 


"You don't like it?" 
"It's not you." 


He dropped his gaze to the wine glass in his hand. "Like you know me" Then he emptied the full glass into his 
mouth. 


"You're right, | don't know you. | used to. But | don't know who you are anymore, Chad. And l'm glad | don't have 
to keep putting up with you." 


| started to walk away, but Chad called out, "But | bet you're putting up with Jerry” When | turned back 
around, he added, "You'll put up with his shit" 


"| don't, Chad. He doesn't give me any." 
"Then what is he giving you?" 


| curled my arm around my rib cage and took a sip of my champagne. | used the opportunity to stare him 


down. Like he had any right! 


"He was there that day, wasn't he?" He let a heavy sigh. "I know he was. | saw his suburban parked out back" 
"It doesn't matter, Chad. He didn't want to see you" 

"So, he's with you now?" 

Feigning a laugh, | replied, "No. He's not with me. He's alone, and you're the one who left him that way’ 

| started to walk off again, but | heard Chad murmur, "I love him" 

"Then why'd you hurt him?" 


He squinted his eyes and shook his head. "Why is it that Jerry can make all these mistakes, and everyone just 


forgives him? How many times did he fuck me over and | still loved him? | forgave him. | make ONE mistake-" 


"Because his love is delicate, Chad. And he trusted you with it. Something rarely shared is precious, and you 
should have protected it, not smashed it in two." 


Chad set his gaze on the ground. In a low voice, he asked, "Where is it?" 

"Where's what?" 

His eyes found mine. "The statue. Where is it?" 

"What statue?" 

"The one--you know." He got to his feet and drew close to keep his voice down. "The one of me and Jerry." 
"Why?" 

"Because | want it" 

"You can't have it" | turned away, but Chad grabbed a hold of my elbow. 

‘I'm serious, Shilah. | want to buy the statue. Name your price." 


Through gritted teeth, | replied, "It's not for sale." | tried to yank out of his grasp but he had a good hold of 
me. | felt his grip cutting off the circulation to my hand and | squeezed it into a fist. 


"Everything has a price. | don't care how much it is." 


"| said you can't have it" 


He whined, his mouth right next to my ear, "Please. If you want, I'll pay you a million dollars for it. I's worth 
that much to me." 


"Chad" | flitted my eyes around, hoping he'd understand he was making a spectacle of himself. "People are 


staring." 


He lowered his grip on me and composed himself. After a deep breath, he said, "Shilah. | know you're upset with 


me, but think of what a million dollars would do. You could buy your own fucking gallery-" 

"If | had it, Chad, I'd give it to you, but | don't. It's already been sold" 

His brow furrowed. "To who?" He looked around the room. “Tell me who bought it and I'll buy it from them." 
"| don't know. It was bought over the phone yesterday. The gallery shipped it this morning.” 


Chad brought a hand up to shield his eyes. His breath huffed, and | worried he'd start to cry, but he brought 


his hand down and glared at me. In his eyes | saw such regret. 


| grabbed his hand. "/m sorry” 


~/J/~ 

"Doin alright, son?" 

From my seat on the couch, | looked over my shoulder at Fulton Yeah, my dad. | was in Oklahoma, as far as | 
could get from Chad and LA or Canada, or wherever the hell he was now. Unfortunately | couldn't get him out 


of my mind. 


‘lm okay." When | heard Fulton open the refrigerator behind me, | called out, "You could bring me another 


Miller, though." 

His boots clopped over the hardwood floor, and then his fist, holding a beer, jutted out over my shoulder. 
"Thanks." | grabbed the bottle and twisted the cap off. | had it poised on the tip of my thumb, waiting for me 
to flick the cap across the room. There was a brass spittoon in the corner that I'd been making shots into all 
day. Of course, there was a dozen bottle tops surrounding it, since I'd drunk so much | couldn't aim now. 
"There's barbecue on the stove." 


"| know, dad. Thanks." 


My father crossed the den to go to his bedroom. Just before entering the hall, he turned. "You should eat 


dinner, son." 

| held my bottle up. "lve got dinner right here. I'm on a liquid diet" 

He sighed and adjusted his glasses. "You gonna at least open your package?" 

| cast my eyes to the cardboard box that sat on my coffee table. | nudged it with my boot. 

"Must be special if UPS drove all the way out here to bring it to you." 

Letting a sigh, | replied, "I guess." 

"Well, good night" 

"Good night, dad." 

His door shut with a click 

| watched television, some old John Wayne movie, True Grit, | think. To tell the truth, | wasn't paying any 
attention to it. | had my eyes on the box. | stood up, pulled an army knife from my front pocket and sliced the 
tape on the box's seams. With a sigh, | opened it, pulled the bubble-wrapped bundle from inside. There wasn't 
enough room on the coffee table to set it down, so | slid the box off with my elbow and set the bundle in its 
place. A small pink envelope, which had been taped to its side, transferred to my arm during the effort. | 


opened it and took out the card. 


~ What was once.. can be again.. if you let if.~ 


Love, Shilah~ 


| placed the card down on the coffee table next to my cell phone and focused on the bubble wrap. After some 
hesitation, | cut the tape that held it together and let the plastic fall. 


There it was. Only it was finished now. It wasn't the mud gray color that it had been in Shilah's studio. Now it 
was stark white and glossy. My features on the bottom figure were easy to recognize now. My large nose, my 


long, scraggly hair spilled over the edge of it like a waterfall, 


| placed my hand on the top figure. It was poised over the representation of me, its hips between my legs, its 
forearms laying flat alongside my torso, the side of its face laying on my shoulder. 


You fucker 


Despite the pit in my stomach, | traced a finger along the indent of the figure's spine, following to the rounded 


swell of its ass. 


It should have been mine. All of him should have been. I'd given him every bit of me. 
| looked to the note on the table. 

What was once.. can be agai.. 

| looked to my cell phone. 

Dozens of flights. Where ever he is, you could be with him before sundown tomorrow. 


| looked to the statue. The expression of pure rapture on my face. The expression of complete abandon on 


Chad's. 

| looked at the note. 

What was once.. can be agai.. 

| looked to my cell phone. Then back to the note. 

F you let it.. 

| thought about it. 

If YOU let i.. 

| picked up my phone, bouncing its weight in my hand. | looked at the note. 

What was once.. can be again.. if you let it 

| looked to the picture of my mother on the fireplace mantle piece. | could never eat her cooking again. | could 
never tell her | loved her, or thank her for being there for me, for never abandoning me or losing faith in me, 
especially when everyone else had. 

What was once.. can be again.. if you let it 

| looked to the picture of me and Layne on the mantle next to it. | could never hear his laugh again, or sing 
with him, or play basketball with him. Never again would he be my brother. Never again would we write a song 
together. 


What was once.. can be again.. if you let it 


But | could give Chad another chance. He was still living, breathing, walking this earth. 


What was once.. can be again.. if you let it 
So | dialed Chad's number... 
And decided | would let it. 


~Fin~ 


Author's Final Note: Because of the song | was listening to when | wrote this, Jerry went back to Chad. | had 
every intention of making him smash the statue against the wall. Hey, | needed one book with a happy ending, 
right? :-D 
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